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THE  OLD  CASE  OF  POETRY 
IN  A  NEW  COURT. 

BY    FUANCIS   GABTON    GDMMEBE. 

ALTnoucH  hailed  as  qaeen  of  the  arts  and 
hedged  about  by  a  kind  of  divinity.  Poetry  seems 
lo  sif  on  an  always  tottering  throne.  In  nearly 
every  age  known  to  human  records,  some  one  has 
ehronicled  his  forebodings  that  the  days  of  Poe- 
try wei-e  numbered;  and  again  tlio  critic,  or  the 
Poet  himself,  has  plucked  up  his  courage  and 
uttered  a  fairly  hopeful  defence.  Yet  even  this 
hope  has  been  absent  from  periods  which  now 
seem  poetic  in  the  highest  degree.  Michael  Dray- 
ton could  fiud  scant  consolation  for  liis  art, 
dedicating  certain  poems  to  gentlemen  who  "  in 
these  declining  times  .  .  .  love  and  cherish  neg- 
lected poesy."  The  enemies  of  poetry  are  always 
alert,  and  often  come  disguised  as  friends, 
When,  at  the  end  of  the  Middle  Ages,  moralists 
ceased  to  attack  the  poets,  there  appeared  the 
man  of  science,  a  far  more  formidable  person ; 
and,  under  cover  of  the  dust  and  smoke  in  strong 
battle  waged  between  these  open  foes,  poetry 
has  been  spoiled  of  one  cherished  possession  after 
another  at  the  hands  of  a  professedly  ardent 
ally.     Horace   Walpole's    alternative    neatly    ira- 
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plied  the  whole  question  under  debate :  "  Poetry/* 
he  complained,  "  is  gone  to  bed,  or  into  our 
prose," — an  odd  speech  for  one  who  helped  to  ring 
the  romantic  rising-bell.  Bulwer,  writing  pon- 
derously ''  On  Certain  Principles  of  Art  in 
Works  of  the  Imagination,"  was  sure  that 
Prose  had  come  to  be  the  only  medium  of 
artistic  narrative.  Malicious  people  point  even 
now  to  a  language  which  never  had  any  prose, 
and  yet  has  lost  its  splendid  heritage  of  verse: 
barring  Grillparzer,  silent  long  before  his  death, 
Germany  has  not  seen  a  poet  for  the  last  fifty 
years.  But,  answers  the  optimist,  who  knows 
what  amhulando  argument  for  poetry  is  not  now 
preparing  somewhere  in  the  fatherland?  And  as 
for  Bulwer,  his  ink  was  hardly  dry  when  Tenny- 
son began  those  charming  and  miscalled  Idylls  of 
the  King.  If  epic  poetry  seems  dead  just  now,  it 
seemed  quite  as  dead  four  hundred  years  ago  in 
France.  So  this  harmless  war  is  waged.  What 
comes  of  it  all?  What  has  been  done?  What 
progress?  Other  causes  come  up,  find  a  hearing 
on  the  evidence,  get  a  verdict  more  or  less  in 
agreement  with  facts,  and  go  upon  record;  this 
case  lies  hopeless  in  chancery.  Why  must  it 
wait  there,  along  with  all  the  old  metaphysical 
questions,  for  a  decision  that  never  can  be  handed 
down?  If  one  may  do  nothing  else,  one  may  at 
least  take  the  case  to  a  different  court,  demand 
fresh  evidence,  and  appeal  to  another  code  of 
laws. 

Before  all  things,  it  behooves  both  parties  to 
this  argument  to  come  at  the  facts  in  the  case. 


Barring  a  threat  or  so  of  historical  treatment,  as 
in  Slacaulaj's  faiuoua  essay  on  Milton,  writers 
who  handle  thia  matter  of  the  decline  of  poetry 
inviiriably  pass  either  into  critical  discussion  of 
more  or  less  value  in  itself,  or  else  into  amiable 
hysterics.  To  speak  brutal  truth,  hysterics  are 
preferred,  and  little  else  is  recognized.  It  is  all 
very  well  to  say  that  the  study  of  poetry  has  been 
put  on  a  scientific  basis;  the  mass  of  readers 
who  are  interested  in  poetry,  the  mass  of  re- 
viewers,—and  one  finds  this  true  in  quite  unex- 
pected quarters, — care  for  no  scientific  basia  at 
all.  In  other  words,  thoy  exclude  from  their 
study  of  poeti-y  a  good  half  of  the  facts  of  poetry. 
In  any  living  science  one  begins  by  finding  and 
grouping  all  the  facts,  high  and  low  alike;  and 
one  then  proceeds  to  establish  the  relations  of 
these  facta  on  lines  of  record  and  comparison. 
The  facts  of  poetry  should  be  conterminous  with 
the  whole  ranj^L-  of  poetic  material ;  aud  when  oue 
faces  this  material,  one  has  to  do  with  an  element 
in  human  life,  although  the  ordinary  writer 
seems  to  think  that  he  degrades  his  subject  by 
taking  snch  an  attitude.  lie  searches  for  the 
cause  and  fact  of  poetry  in  a  sphere  outside  of 
human  life,  removed  from  ordinary  human  con- 
ditions, and  touching  only  an  infinitesimal  part 
of  the  sum  of  poetic  material.  True,  there  is 
nothing  nobler  than  the  effort  to  reckon  with 
great  poetry,  and  competent  critics  who  succeed  in 
this  must  always  hold  a  conspicuous  place  in  let- 
ters; but  great  poetry  and  the  great  critic  are  not 
all.     Poetry,  high  or  low,  as  product  of  a  human 
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impulse  and  as  a  constant  element  in  the  life. of 
man,  belongs  to  that  history  which  has  been  de- 
fined of  late  as  "  concrete  sociology '' — the  study 
of  human  society  itself;  and  it  is  on  this  ground, 
and  not  in  criticism,  that  the  question  of  the  de- 
cline of  poetry  must  be  asked  and  answered. 

The  task  of  poetics,  as  yet  almost  untried,  is  to 
make  clear  the  relations  between  higher  and  lower 
forms.  Like  war,  marriage,  worship,  magic,  per- 
sonal adornment,  and  a  dozen  other  institutions 
of  this  sort,  poetry  is  an  element  in  human  life 
which  seems  to  go  back  to  the  beginnings  of  so- 
ciety. Trustworthy  writers  even  sa}'  it  was  one 
of  the  more  conspicuous  factors  in  the  making  of 
society;  and  when  one  is  asked  whether  poetry, 
that  is,  emotional  rhythmic  utterances,  must  be 
regarded  as  a  decreasing  factor  in  contemporary 
social  progress,  one  faces  a  question  of  socio- 
logical as  well  as  of  literary  interest,  and  one 
must  answer  it  on  broader  ground  than  biograph- 
ical criticism,  in  clearer  terms  than  can  be  fur- 
nished by  those  old  hysterics  about  genius.  To 
treat  the  question  as  it  is  almost  invariably 
treated,  to  make  it  an  ingenious  speculation 
whether  any  more  great  poets  can  arise  under  our 
modern  conditions,  whether  Goethe,  if  he  were 
born  now,  would  not  be  simply  a  great  naturalist, 
and  whether  Robert  Browning  or  Huxley  better 
solved  the  riddle  of  the  painful  earth, — all  this 
is  to  keep  up  an  unwholesome  separation  of  po- 
etics from  vital  and  moving  sciences,  and  to  make 
the  discussion  itself  mere  chatter. 

The  advantage   in   this   sociological   study   of 


poetry  is  tbat  it  can  keep  abreast  of  other 
sciences.  The  iiars  dip  into  actual  water,  the  boat 
mores,  whether  with  the  current  of  opinion  or 
against  it,  and  tlie  landscape  changes  for  one's 
pains;  anj'thing  is  better  than  the  old  rowing- 
machines,  or  rather  than  the  theatrical  imitation 
of  a  boat,  with  the  sliding  scenery  and  the  Bi»ec- 
tators  that  pay  to  be  fooled.  Moreover,  it  is 
wide  scientific  woric,  not  laboratory  methods,  so 
called,  like  countings  of  words,  carves  of  expres- 
sion, and  all  such  pleasant  devices  tbat  rarely 
mount  above  the  mechanical  in  method  and  the 
wholly  external  in  results;  in  sociological  poetics 
one  is  dealing  with  the  life  of  the  race  and  with 
the  heart  of  man.  F,  ScblegePs  famous  word 
about  art  in  general  holds  firm  here;  the  aeieuce 
of  poetry  is  the  history  of  poetry,  history  in  its 
widest  and  deepest  sense.  The  futile  character 
of  [K>etic  studies  springs  from  that  fatal  ease 
with  which  a  jiowerful  thiuker  seta  down  ihoughts 
about  poetry,  and  from  the  reluctance  to  under- 
take such  hard  work  as  confronts  even  our  power- 
ful thinker  when  be  is  minded  to  know  the  facts. 
To  get  the  wide  outlook,  one  must  climb;  to  get 
the  deep  insight,  one  must  analyze  and  order  and 
compare.  Now  the  pity  of  it  is  that  this  outlook 
and  this  insight,  this  appreciation  of  a  master- 
piece and  this  knowledge  of  the  vast  material  of 
which  it  is  part,  are  not  only  rarely  achieved  in 
themselves,  but  are  seldom  if  ever  united.  The 
great  poems  are  studied  apart;  and  as  a  group, 
more  or  less  stable,  they  form  what  is  known  as 
poetry.    Detached  from  the  mass  of  verse,  and  so 
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from  the  social  medium  where  all  poetry  begins 
and  grows,  they  are  referred  to  those  conditions  of 
genius  which  can  tell  at  best  but  half  the  tale; 
while  that  very  mass  of  verse  which  one  concedes 
to  the  social  group,  that  unregarded  rhythmic  ut- 
terance of  field  and  festival  in  which  communal 
emotion — the  agitating  joys  and  sorrows  of  the 
common  people — found  and  still  finds  vent,  is  left 
as  a  fad  of  ethnologists  and  folk-lore  societies. 
But  the  material  thus  divided  belongs  together; 
each  half  should  explain  the  other  half;  and  such 
an  unscientific  rejection  of  material  must  take 
poetics  hopelessly  out  of  the  running. 

This  plea  for  a  more  comprehensive  range  of  ma- 
terial holds  good  not  only  in  the  discussion  of 
poetry  in  general,  its  origins,  history,  future,  but 
in  the  study  of  the  great  poem  itself.  Take  some- 
thing that  every  one  reads,  and  even  Macaulay's 
schoolboy  studies — the  Lycidas  of  Milton.  Reader, 
critic,  biographer,  have  long  since  come  to  terms 
with  the  poem ;  it  stirs  heart  and  mind,  it  belongs 
to  the  masterpieces,  it  voices  the  genius  of  Milton, 
it  echoes  Puritan  England.  Here  one  usually 
stops;  but  here  one  should  not  stop.  Lycidas,  as 
a  poem,  is  the  outcome  of  human  emotion  in  long 
reaches  of  social  progress;  it  is  primarily  a  poem 
of  grief  for  the  dead,  a  link  in  that  chain  of  evolu- 
tion in  rhythmic  utterance  which  leads  from  wild 
gestures  and  inarticulate  cries  up  to  the  stately 
march  of  Milton's  verse  and  the  higher  mood  of  his 
thought.  So  far  from  degrading  one's  conception 
of  great  poetry,  the  comparison  of  rough  com- 
munal verse  should  throw  into  strongest  relief  the 
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dignity  and  tfie  majesty  of  a  poet's  art.  One  Las 
taken  this  poet  from  his  parochial  limits,  and 
set  him  strongly  lighted,  at  the  front  of  a  great 
stage,  with  its  dim  background  full  of  half-seen, 
strangely  moving  figures ;  his  song  is  now  detached 
from  a  vast  chorus  of  human  lamentatioo,  and 
now  sinks  back  into  it  as  into  its  soun-e.  In  cer- 
tain great  elegies,  as  also  in  the  hymeneal,  this 
chorus  actually  lingers  as  a  refrain.  True,  the  in- 
dividuals of  the  chorus  are  seldom  interesting  in 
themselves.  The  black  fellow  of  Australia  shall 
not  soothe  our  grief  with  his  bowlings  for  his  dead, 
nor  even  the  Corsican  widow  with  her  vocem. 
But  the  chorus  as  chorus  is  impressive  enough ; 
it  is  a  part  of  the  piece;  heard  or  unheard,  it  be- 
longs with  the  triumphs  of  individual  art.  Some- 
where in  everj'  great  poem  lurks  this  legacy  of  com- 
munal song.  It  may  better  be  called  the  silent 
partner,  without  whose  capital,  at  the  least,  no 
poet  can  now  trade  iu  Parnassiun  ware;  and  as 
for  lyric  verse,  there  the  partner  is  not  even  silent. 
All  amorous  lyric,  whether  of  German  Walther  or 
of  Roman  Catullus,  holds  an  echo  of  festal  throngs 
singing  and  dancing  at  the  May.  The  trouba- 
dours come  down  to  us  with  proud  names,  yet  they 
are  only  spokesmen  of  an  aristocratic  guild;  and 
this  again  was  but  a  sifting  and  a  refinement  of 
the  throngs  which  danced  about  their  regine  Amil- 
louse  a  thousand  years  ago.  It  was  once  lad  and 
lass  in  the  crowd;  it  comes  to  be  lover  and  high- 
born dame  at  daybreak,  with  a  warning  from  the 
watcher  on  the  castle  walls;  then  that  vogue 
passes,  with  all  its  songs  that  seem  to  sing  them- 
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selves;  the  situation  has  grown  deplorably  uncon- 
ventional, and  the  note  is  false.  Amorous  lyric 
waxes  more  grave,  taking  on  a  new  privacy  of  ut- 
terance, and  a  new  individuality  of  tone.  It  is 
now  the  subtle  turn  of  thought,  and  not  the  ca- 
dence of  festal  passion,  which  sets  off  Lovelace's 
one  perfect  song  from  all  its  kind;  yet,  without 
that  throb  of  passion,  that  rhythm  as  of  harmo- 
nious steps,  one  of  them  a  piece  of  human  nature, 
and  the  other  a  legacy  from  the  throng,  Lovelace 
had  never  made  his  verses  and  there  would  be 
no  lyric  in  the  world. 

Poetry  is  thus  a  genesis  in  the  throng,  then  an 
exodus  with  the  solitary  poet,  then — though  this 
is  too  often  forgotten — a  return  to  the  throng. 
At  least  it  is  so  with  the  great  poets.  Not  the 
poet,  but  the  verse-smith,  the  poetaster,  is  anxious 
to  deny  his  parentage  in  communal  song,  and  to 
set  for  his  excellent  differences.  He  will  daze  the 
editor  and  force  his  way  into  the  magazine  by 
tricks  of  expression,  a  new  adjective,  a  shock  of 
strange  collocations.  In  a  steamboat  on  the  Bal- 
tic I  once  met  a  confidential  soul  who  told  me  of 
his  baffled  designs  upon  the  vogue  of  modern  fic- 
tion. He  had  written,  it  seemed,  a  novel  without  a 
w^oman  in  it ;  and  he  had  printed  this  novel  in  red 
ink.  "  And  I  am  not  famous  yet,"  he  sighed.  So 
with  one  kind  of  minor  poet.  He  works  through 
eccentricities  and  red  ink.  He  is  like  Jean  Paul's 
army  chaplain  Schmelzle,  who,  when  a  boy  in 
church,  was  so  often  tempted  to  rise  and  cry 
aloud,  "  Here  am  I,  too,  Mr.  Parson ! ''  It  is  not 
so  with  the  great  poets,  not  so  even  with  those 
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poets  whom  one  may  not  call  great,  but  wbo 
know  bow  to  touch  the  popular  heart.  All  the 
niiisters,  Homer,  Shakespeare,  Goethe,  even  Dante, 
win  their  greatest  triumphs  by  coming  back  to  sim- 
plicity in  form  and  diction  as  to  the  source  of  all 
poetic  expression.  Or,  to  put  it  more  acientiflc- 
ally,  in  any  masterpiece  one  will  find  the  union  of 
individual  genius  with  that  harmony  of  voices 
and  sympathy  of  hearts  achieved  by  long  ages  of 
poetic  evolution  working  in  the  social  mass. 

If  such  a  range  of  poetic  material  is  needed  even 
in  criticism,  how  strictly  must  it  be  demanded  in 
any  question  about  the  art  as  a  whole !  One  may 
turn  from  history  to  prophecy;  but  poetry  must 
still  lie  studied  even  more  rigidly  in  its  full  range 
and  with  regard  to  all  human  elements  in  the  case. 
Because  the  communal  elements,  once  so  plain 
and  insistent,  now  elude  all  but  the  most  searching 
gaze,  that  is  no  reason  for  leaving  them  out  of  the 
account.  Ilcnnwjuin  saw  that  simply  for  critical 
purposes  one  must  reckon  not  only  with  the  maker 
of  poetry,  but  with  the  consumer  as  well ;  and  the 
student  of  poetry  at  large  must  go  still  farther.  It 
is  after  all  only  a  remnant  who  choose  and  enjoy 
great  poetry,  just  as  it  is  only  a  remnant  who  fol- 
low righteousness  in  private  life  and  probity  in 
civic  standards. 

But  what  of  the  cakes  and  ale?  What  of  the  un- 
critical folk?  What  stands  now,  since  people 
have  come  indoors,  for  the  old  ring  of  dancers,  the 
old  songs  of  May  and  Harvest  Home?  Does  the 
lapse  of  these  mean  a  lapse  in  poetry  at  large? 
Or  what  has  taken  their  place?    How  shall  one 
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dispose  of  the  room  over  a  village  store,  the  hot 
stove,  the  folk  in  Sunday  dress,  and  the  young 
woman  who  draws  tears  down  the  very  grocer's 
cheek  as  she  "  renders "  Curfew  Shall  Not  Ring 
To-Night?  What  of  the  never-ending  crop  of  songs 
in  street  and  concert-hall,  and  on  the  football 
field,  verses  that  still  time  the  movements  of  labor 
and  the  steps  of  a  marching  crowd?  What  of 
homely,  comfortable  poetry,  too,  commonplace  per- 
haps, but  dear  to  declaiming  youth?  Only  a  staff 
cut  from  Sophoclean  timber  will  support  your 
lonely  dreamer  as  he  makes  his  way  over  the  marl ; 
but  the  common  citizen,  who  does  most  of  the 
world's  work,  and  who  has  more  to  do  with  the 
future  of  poetry  than  a  critic  will  concede,  finds 
his  account  in  certain  smooth,  didactic,  and 
mainly  cheerful  verses  which  appear  in  the  syn- 
dicate newspapers,  and  will  never  attain  a  maga- 
zine or  an  anthology.  If  singing  throngs  keep 
rhythm  alive,  it  is  this  sort  of  poets  that  must  both 
make  and  mend  the  paths  of  genius.  Common- 
place is  a  poor  word.  Horace  gives  one  nothing 
else;  but  a  legion  of  critics  shall  not  keep  us  from 
Horace,  and  even  Matthew  Arnold,  critic  as  he 
was,  fell  back  for  his  favorite  poem  on  that  seventh 
ode  of  the  fourth  book, — as  arrant  commonplace 
as  Gray's  Elegy  itself.  Members  of  a  Browning 
society  have  been  known  to  descend  earthward  by 
reading  Longfellow.  If  minor  poets  and  obvious, 
popular  poems  ever  disappear,  and  if  crowds  ever 
go  dumb,  then  better  and  best  poetry  itself  will 
be  dead  as  King  Pandion.  No  "  Absent-Minded 
Beggar,"  no  "  Recessional.'' 
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IMioever,  then,  will  tell  the  truth  about  poetry's 
part  in  the  world  of  to-day  and  to-morrow  must 
not  ouly  know  the  course  of  all  poetry  through  all 
the  yeeterdaya,  but  must  Iteep  all  its  present  mani- 
festations, all  its  elements,  sources,  and  allies  at 
hia  fommnud.  Not  only  the  lords  of  verse  are  to 
advise  him;  he  shall  take  counsel  u'ith  scullions 
and  potboys.  It  is  that  poet  in  every  man,  about 
whom  Sainte-Beuve  dificoursed,  who  can  best  tell 
of  the  future  of  poetry.  The  enormous  heed  paid 
to  the  great  and  solitary  poets,  as  if  there  could 
be  a  poet  without  audience  or  reader,  has  distorted 
our  visiou  until  we  think  of  poetry  as  a  quite 
solitary  performance,  a  vefuge  from  the  world. 
Is  not  poetry  really  a  flight  from  self  and  solitude 
to  at  least  a  conventional,  imaginative  society? 
Poetry  by  its  very  form  is  a  convention,  an  echo  of 
social  consent;  with  its  aid  one  may  forget  per- 
sonal debit  and  credit  in  the  great  account  of  hu- 
manity. Now,  as  in  the  beginning,  poetry  is  essen- 
tially social ;  its  future  is  largely  a  social  problem. 
How  far,  then,  has  man  ceased  to  sing  in  crowds, 
and  taken  to  thinking  by  himself?  What  is  the 
shrinkage,  quality  as  well  aa  quantity,  in  the 
proportion  of  verse  to  prose  since  the  invention  of 
printing?  Is  the  loss  of  so  much  communal  song 
in  daily  toil,  in  daily  merriment,  like  the  cutting 
away  of  those  forests  which  hold  the  rains  and 
supply  the  great  rivers? 

Waiting  for  complete  and  trustworthy  studies 
of  humanity  which  shall  answer  some  of  those 
queries,  one  may  venture  an  opinion  on  the  general 
case.    Just  as  one  feels  that  forests  may  vanish, 
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and  yet  in  some  way  the  mighty  watercourses 
must  be  fed,  so  with  poetry.  Nothing  has  yet  been 
found  to  take  the  place  of  rhythm  as  sign  of  social 
consent,  the  union  of  steps  and  voices  in  common 
action;  and  whatever  intellectual  or  spiritual 
consolation  may  reach  the  lonely  thinker,  emotion 
still  drives  him  back  upon  the  sympathy  of  man 
with  man. 

Human  sympathy  is  thus  at  the  heart  of  every 
poetic  utterance,  whether  humble  or  great; 
rhythm  is  its  outward  and  visible,  once  audible 
sign;  and  poetry,  from  this  point  of  view,  would 
therefore  seem  to  be  an  enduring  element  in  our 
life. 
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IPHIGENEIA  AND  AGAMEMNON. 

IruiGENKi.\,  wlieu  slie  Leiird  her  doom 
At  AulJH,  aud  wlieu  ull  beside  the  king 
Had  gone  awaj,  took  Lin  riglit  Laud,  aud  Btiid : 
"  (J  fatlier!  I  uui  jouug  uud  very  Iiappy. 
I  do  not  think  the  pious  CalcLus  Iteurd 
Uistini'tly  what  the  goddess  spake;  old  age 
Obscurea  tlic  seuses.     If  ui.v  uurse,  who  kaew 
My  voice  so  well,  Hometimea  misuuderstood, 
While  I  was  resting  on  her  knee  both  arma, 
And  hitting  it  to  make  her  mind  m.v  wovds, 
And  looking  in  her  face,  and  she  in  luiue, 
Might  not  he,  also,  hear  one  woi'd  amiss, 
Spoken  from  so  far  off,  even  from  Olympus  ?  " 
The  father  placed  his  cheek  upon  her  head, 
And  tears  drO])t  down  it ;  but  the  king  of  men 
Replied  not.    Then  the  maiden  spake  once  more: 
"O  father!  sajest  thou  nothing?     Heareat  thou 

not 
Me,  whom  thou  ever  hast,  until  this  hour, 
Listened  to  fondly,  and  awakened  me 
To  hear  my  voice  amid  the  voice  of  birds, 
When  it  was  inarticulate  as  theirs, 
And  the  down  deadened  it  within  the  nest?  " 
ne  moved  her  gently  from  him,  silent  still ; 
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And  this,  and  this  alone,  brought  tears  from  her, 

Although  she  saw  fate  nearer.     Then  with  sighs: 

"  1  thought  to  have  laid  down  my  hair  before 

Benignant  Artemis,  and  not  dimmed 

Her  polished  altar  with  m}^  virgin  blood; 

I  thought  to  have  selected  the  white  flowers 

To  please  the  nymphs,  and  to  have  asked  of  each 

By  name,  and  with  no  sorrowful  regret, 

Whether,  since  both  my  parents  willed  the  change, 

I  might  at  Hymen's  feet  bend  my  dipt  brow; 

And  (after  these  who  mind  us  girls  the  most) 

Adore  our  own  Athene,  that  she  would  - 

Kegard  me  mildly  with  her  azure  eyes, — 

But,  father,  to  see  you  no  more,  and  see 

Your  love,  O  father  I  go  ere  I  am  gone  I " 

Gently  he  moved  her  olf,  and  drew  her  back. 

Bending  his  lofty  head  far  over  hers; 

And  the  dark  depths  of  nature  heaved  and  burst. 

He  turned  away, — not  far,  but  silent  still. 

She  now  first  shuddered;  for  in  him,  so  nigh, 

So  long  a  silence  seemed  the  approach  of  death, 

And  like  it.     Once  again  she  raised  her  voice: 

''  O  father !  if  the  ships  are  now  detained. 

And  all  your  vows  move  not  the  gods  above, 

When  the  knife  strikes  me  there  will  be  one  prayer 

The  less  to  them ;  and  purer  can  there  be 

Any,  or  more  fervent,  than  the  daughter's  x)rayer 

For  her  dear  father's  safetv  and  success?  " 

A  groan  that  shook  him  shook  not  his  resolve. 

An  aged  man  now  entered,  and  without 

One  word  stepped  slowly  on,  and  took  the  wrist 

Of  the  ])ale  maiden.     She  looked  u]),  and  saw 

The  fillet  of  the  priest  and  calm,  cold  eyes. 


Thru  liH-iicd  Hiie  wlinrc  licr  imi-ent  ntood.  and  cripcl : 
'■  O  f;illi(.'i-I  gi'ifvo  no  more;  tlie  Mlii|i8  can  siiil.'' 

WALTlin  SAVAtiE   LAMIOIL 


TIIK    WACIEIFICK    OF    POLYXENA, 

FnOSI    "  HUCUBA." 

[It  l>n'l  been  detemiined  by  (lie  viotoi'iims  Giv-eks  to 
Biici-iflM  Polj-xena.  tlie  (laiigiiter  of  Pimm,  Kii.g  of  IHuui. 
and.  his  wife  Hecuba,  on  tbe  tomb  uf  the  slain  Ai^IjUIl-ur. 
Oilysseus,  aeut  by  tbe  Greeks  to  fetch  the  maiden,  turnvd 
a  deaf  ear  to  the  entireuties  of  tbe  niothei',  and  rolyxeiin 
bei-self  addresses  the  Greek :] 

"  I  SEK  tlipp,  bow  beneatli  tli.y  robe,  O  KiuK. 
Thy  lumd  is  liidden,  tliy  face  turned  fruiu  mine, 
Lest  I  should  touch  thee,  by  the  hesird  and  pray : 
Fenr  not:  thoo  ha«t  escaped  tlie  {rod  of  pni.vers 
For  my  [lart.    I  will  rise  und  follow  tiiee, 
Driven  l>y  strong  need ;  yea,  and  not  loth  to  die. 
Lo !  if  I  should  not  seek  death,  I  wei-e  found 
A  cowardly,  life-loving,  stclfish  soul! 
For  why  should  I  live?    Was  my  sire  not  King 
Of  all  broad  Phrygiii?    Thus  my  life  began ; 
Then  I  was  nurtured  on  fair  bloom  of  Uojte 
To  be  the  bride  of  kings ;  no  small  the  suit, 
I  ween,  of  lovers  seeking  me :  thus  I 
Was  oDce — ah,  woe  is  nic !  of  Idan  dames 
Mistress  and  que<^n,  'mid  maidens  like  a  star 
Consjiiriions,  iieoi-  of  gods,  except  for  death ; 
And  now  I  am  a  slave:  this  name  aione 
Makes  nie  in  love  with  death — so  strange  it  is." 
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[Later  in  the  drama  follows  the  account  of  the  lieroic 
detath  of  Polyxena,  described  to  the  unhappy  Hecuba  by 
the  herald  Talthybius.] 

"  The  whole  vast  concourse  of  the  Acliaian  host 

Stood  round  the  tomb  to  see  vour  dauditer  die. 

Achilleus'  son,  taking  her  by  the  hand, 

Placed  her  upon  the  mound,  and  I  stayed  near ; 

And  youths,  the  flower  of  Greece,  a  chosen  few, 

With  hands  to  check  thy  heifer,  should  she  bound. 

Attended.    From  a  cup  of  carven  gold, 

Raised  full  of  wine,  Archilleus'  son  f)Oured  forth 

Libation  to  his  sire,  and  bade  me  sound 

Silence  throughout  ther  whole  Achaian  host. 

I,  standing  there,  cried  in  the  midst  these  words : — 

^  Silence,  Achaians!  let  the  host  be  still ! 

Hush,  hold  jour  voices!'     Breathless  stayed  the 

crowd ; 
Hut  he: — ^  O  son  of  Peleus,  father  mine. 
Take  these  libations  pleasant  to  thy  soul, 
Draughts  that  allure  the  dead:  come,  drink  the 

black 
Pure  maiden's  blood  wherewith  the  host  and  I 
Sue  thee :  be  kindly  to  us;  loose  our  prows. 
And  let  our  barks  go  free ;  give  safe  return 
Homeward  from  Troy  to  all,  and  happy  voyage.' 
Such  words  he  spake,  and  the  crowd  prayed  assent. 
Then  from  the  scabbard,  by  its  golden  hilt, 
He  drew  the  sword,  and  to  the  chosen  youths 
Signalled  that  they  should  bring  the  maid ;  but  she, 
Knowing  lier  hour  was  come,  spake  thus,  and  said : 
'  O  men  of  Argos,  who  have  sacked  my  town, 
Lo,  of  free  wmII  I  die!  Let  no  man  touch 
My  body :  boldly  will  I  stretch  my  throat. 
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Nay,  but  I  pray  you  set  me  free,  tlien  slay; 
Tliut  fite  I  thus  may  [leriali:  'moug  the  deiul, 
ik'ing  a  queen,  I  blush  to  be  called  slave.' 
The  iMJOjile  sliouted,  and  King  Agamemnon 
Bade  the  youths  loose  the  muid,  and  Bet  her  free; 
She,  when  she  heard  the  oi'der  of  the  chiefs, 
Seizing  lier  mantle,  from  the  shoulder  down 
To  the  soft  centre  of  her  snowy  waist 
Tore  it,  and  allowed  her  breasts  and  hosom  fair 
As  in  a  statue.      Hending  then  with  knee 
On  earth,  she  spake  a  speech  most  i)iteou8 : — 
'  Bee  you  this  breast,  O  youth?    If  breast  you  will, 
Strike  it;  take  heart:  or  if  beneath  ray  neck, 
Lo  t  here  ray  throat  is  ready  for  your  sword  1 ' 
He,  willing  not,  yet  willing, — pity -stirred 
'  In  sorrow  for  the  maiden, — with  his  blade 
Severed  the  channels  of  her  breath :  blood  flowed ; 
And  she,  though  dying,  still  had  thought  to  fall 
In  seemly  wise,  hiding  what  eyes  should  see  not. 
ISut  when  she  breathed  her  life  out  from  the  blow. 
Then  was  the  Argive  host  in  divers  way 
Of  service  parted;  for  some,  bringing  leaves, 
Strewed  them  upon  the  corpse ;  some  piled  a  pyre, 
Dragging  pine  truuks  and  boughs;  and  he  who 

bore  none, 
Heard  from  the  bearers  many  a  bitter  word : — 
'  Standest  thou,  villain?  hast  thou  then  no  robe, 
No  funeral  honors  for  the  maid  to  bring? 
Wilt  thou  not  go  and  get  for  her  who  died 
Most  nobly,  bravestsouled,  some  gift? '   Thus  they 
Spake  of  thy  child  in  death : — O  thou  most  blessed 
Of  women  in  tJiy  daughter,  most  undone !  " 
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PARRHASIUS. 

There  stood  an  unsold  captive  in  the  mart, 

A  gray-haired  and  majestieal  old  man, 

Chained  to  a  i)illar.     It  was  almost  night. 

And  the  last  seller  from  the  place  had  gone. 

And  not  a  sound  was  heard  but  of  a  dog 

Crunching  beneath  the  stall  a  refuse  bone. 

Or  the  dull  echo  from  the  pavement  rung, 

As  the  faint  captive  changed  his  weary  feet. 

He  had  stood  there  since  morning,  and  had  borne 

From  every  eye  in  Athens  the  cold  gaze 

Of  curious  scorn.     The  Jew  had  taunted  him 

For  an  Olynthian  slave.     The  buyer  came 

And  roughly  strucli  his  palm  upon  his  breast. 

And  touched  his  unhealed  wounds,  and  with  a 

sneer 
Passed  on ;  and  when,  with  weariness  o'erspent. 
Tie  bowed  his  head  in  a  forgetful  sleep. 
The  inhuman  soldier  smote  him,  and,  with  threats 
Of  torture  to  his  children,  summoned  back 
The  ebbing  blood  into  his  pallid  face. 

'T  was  evening,  and  the  half-descended  sun 

Tipped  with  a  golden  fire  the  many  domes 

Of  Athens,  and  a  yellow  atmosphere 

Lay  rich  and  dusky  in  the  shaded  street 

Through  which  the  captive  gazed.    He  had  borne 

up 
With  a  stout  heart  that  long  and  weary  day, 
Haughtily  patient  of  his  many  wrongs. 
But  now  he  was  alone,  and  from  his  nerves 
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The  needless  strength  dejjsirtpd,  !ind  he  leaned 
Proue  OQ  liis  raasHy  cliuin,  aDd  let  tiis  tlioiights 
Throng  on  him  as  they  would.     Unimirked  of  h 
I'aiThusiuu  at  tho  nearest  jiiilar  stood, 
Oazing  upon  his  grief.     The  Athenkm's  cheek 
Flushed  as  he  measured  with  a  ]iaintev'H  eye 
The  moving  pii'ture.    The  abandoned  limbs, 
Stained  with  the  oozing  blood,  were  laced  wi 

veins 
Swollen  to  purple  fulness;  the  gray  hair, 
Thin  and  disordei-ed,  hung  about  his  eyes; 
And  as  a  thought  of  wilder  bitterness 
Rose  in  his  memory,  his  lips  grew  white. 
And  the  fast  workings  of  hia  bloodless  face 
Told  what  a  tooth  of  fire  was  at  his  heart. 


The  golden  light  into  the  painter's  room 

KIreamed  rit-hly,  and  the  hidden  eoloi-s  stole 

From  the  dark  pictures  radiantly  forth. 

And  in  the  soft  and  dewy  atmosiphere 

Liite  forms  and  hindscajies  ningicnl  they  lay. 

The  walls  wei-e  hung  with  armor,  and  about 

In  the  dim  eonieia  stood  the  scnljitmed  forms 

Of  Cytheris,  and  Dian.  and  stern  Jove, 

And  from  the  casement  soberly  away 

Fell  the  grotPS<iue  long  shadows,  full  and  true, 

And  like  a  veil  of  filmy  mellowness, 

The  lint-specks  lloated  in  the  twilight  air. 

Parrhasins  stood,  gazing  forgetfully 

Upon  his  canvas.     There  Prometheus  lay. 

Chained  to  the  cold  rocks  of  Mount  Caucasus — ■ 

The  vnltni-e  at  his  vitals,  and  the  links 

Of  the  lame  Lcninian  festering  in  his  llesh; 
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And,  as  the  painter's  mind  felt  through  the  dim, 
Kapt  mystery,  and  plucked  the  shadows  forth 
With  its  far  reaching  fancy,  and  with  form 
And  color  chid  them,  his  fine,  earnest  eye 
Flashed  with  a  i)assionate  fire,  and  the  quick  curl 
Of  his  thin  nostril,  and  his  quivering  lip 
Were  like  the  winged  god's  breathing  from  his 
flight. 

"  Bring  me  the  captive  now ! 
My  hand  feels  skilful,  and  the  shadows  lift 
From  my  waked  spirit  airily  and  swift, 

And  I  could  paint  the  bow 
Upon  the  bended  heavens — around  me  play 
Colors  of  such  divinity  to-day. 

"IJa!  bind  him  on  his  back! 
Look — Jis  Prometheus  in  my  picture  here ! 
Quick — or  he  faints! — stand  with  the  cordial  near! 

Now — bend  him  to  the  rack! 
Press  down  the  poisoned  links  into  his  flesh! 
And  tear  agape  that  healing  wound  afresh! 

"  So — let  him  w^rithe!    How  long 
Will  he  live  thus?    Quick,  my  good  pencil,  now ! 
What  a  fine  agony  works  upon  his  brow ! 

Ila!  gray-haired,  and  so  strong! 
How  fearfully  he  stifles  that  short  moan! 
Gods!  if  I  could  but  paint  a  dying  groan! 

"  '  Pity  '  thee !     So  T  do ! 
I  pity  the  dumb  victim  at  the  altar — 
But  does  the  robed  priest  for  his  pity  falter? 

I  'd  rack  thee  though  I  knew 


A  tliims.Tinl  lives  wetp  ppfisbiiiy  in  lliine^ 
Wlijit  were  ten  tliouBiind  to  a  fimie  like  mine? 


"  '  Hereiifter ! '     Ay — lieresif ter ! 
A  wbip  to  keep  a  coward  to  liis  traikl 
What  gave  Death  ever  from  his  kingdom  back 

To  check  the  sceptic's  laughter? 
Come  from  the  grave  to-moi-row  with  that  story, 
And  1  may  take  some  softer  jiath  to  glory. 

"  No,  no,  old  man !  we  die 
Even  as  the  (lowers,  and  we  shall  breathe  away 
Our  life  upon  the  chance  wind,  even  as  they! 

Strain  well  thy  fainting  eye— 
For  when  that  bloodshot  qnivering  is  o'er, 
The  light  of  heaven  will  never  reaeh  thee  more. 

"Yet  there's  a  deathless  name! 
A  spirit  that  the  smothering  vault  shall  spurn, 
And  tike  a  steadfast  planet  mount  and  Imrn  ; 

And  though  its  crown  of  flame 
Consumed  my  brain  to  ashes  as  it  shone, 
By  all  the  fiery  stars !  I  'd  bind  it  on ! — 

"Ay — though  it  bid  me  ride 
My  heart's  last  fount  for  its  insatiate  thirst — 
Though    every    life-strung    nerve    be    maddened 
first— 

Though  it  should  bid  me  stille 
The  yearning  in  my  throat  for  my  sweet  rhild, 
And  taunt  its  mother  till  my  brain  went  wild — 

"All— I  wonhldo  it  all— 
Sooner  Ihan  die,  like  a  dull  worm,  to  rot, 
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Thrust  foullj'  into  earth  to  be  forgot ! 

Oh  heaven! — but  I  appall 
Your  lieart,  old  man !    forgive — ha !    on  your  lives 
Let  him  not  faint! — rack  him  till  he  revives! 

'*  Vain — vain — give  o'er!     His  eye 
Glazes  apace,     lie  does  not  feel  y6u  now — 
Stand   back!     I'll    paint   the   death-dew   on   his 
brow ! 

Gods!  if  he  do  not  die 
But  for  one  moment — one — till  I  eclipse 
Conception  with  the  scorn  of  those  calm  lips! 

"Shivering!    Hark!    he  mutters 
Brokenly  now — that  was  a  difficult  breath — 
Another?     Wilt  thou  never  come,  oh  Death! 

Look!  how  his  temple  flutters! 
Is  his  heart  still?    Aha!   lift  up  his  head! 
He   shudders — gasps — Jove   help   him! — so — he's 
dead." 

How  like  a  mounting  devil  in  the  heart 
Rules  the  unreigned  ambition !     Let  it  once 
But  play  the  monarch,  and  its  haughty  brow 
Glows  with  a  beauty  that  bewilders  thought 
And  unthrones  peace  forever.     Putting  on 
The  ver}'  pomp  of  Lucifer,  it  turns 
The  heart  to  ashes,  and  with  not  a  spring 
Left  in  the  bosom  for  the  si)irit's  lip, 
We  look  upon  our  splendor  and  forget 
The  thirst  of  which  w^e  perish !     Yet  hath  life 
Many  a  falser  idol.     There  are  hopes 
Promising    well;    and    love-touched    dreams    for 
some; 
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And  passions,  many  a  wiid  one;  and  fiiir  scliemcB 
For  fiold  and  [ilfasure— yet  will  only  tliis 
JJalJ;  not  the  soul — Ambition,  only,  givee, 
Even  of  bitterness,  a  beaker  full! 
Friendship  is  but  a  slow-awakiug  dream, 
Troubled  at  best;  Love  is  a  lanip  unseen, 
Burning  to  waste,  or,  if  its  light  is  found, 
Nursed  for  an  idle  hour,  then  idly  broken ; 
(Jain  is  a  grovelling  t-are,  and  Folly  tires, 
And  Quiet  is  a  hunger  never  fed ; 
And  from  Love'a  very  bosom,  and  from  Gain, 
Or  Foliy,  or  a  Friend,  or  from  Kepose — 
From  all  but  keen  Ambition — will  the  soul 
Snatch  the  tirst  moment  of  forgetfuluess 
To  wander  like  a  restless  child  away. 
Oh,  if  there  were  not  tetter  ho|>es  than  these — ■ 
Were  there  no  palm  beyond  a  feverish  fame— 
If  the  proud  wealth  tlung  back  upon  the  heart 
Must  canker  in  its  coffers — if  the  links 
Falsehood  hath  broken  will  unite  no  more — 
If  the  deep  yearning  love,  that  hath  not  found 
Its  like  in  the  cold  world,  must  waste  in  tears — 
If  truth  and  fervor  and  devotedness, 
Finding  no  worthy  altar,  must  return 
And  die  of  their  own  fulness — if  beyond 
The  grave  there  is  no  heaveu  in  whose  wide  air 
The  spirit  nmy  find  room,  and  in  the  love 
Of  whose  bright  habitants  the  lavish  heart 
May  spend  itself — what  thrice-mocked  fools  are 
we! 

NATUANIEL   PAIlKIOlt    WILLIS. 
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LUCIUS   JUNIUS    BRUTUS    OVER   THE 
130DY  OF   LUCRETIA. 

FROM    ^^DRUTUS." 

Would  you  know  why  I  summoned  you  together? 
Ask  ye  whiit  brings  me  here?    Behold  this  dagger, 
Clotted  with  gore !     Behold  that  frozen  corse ! 
See  where  the  lost  Lucretia  sleeps  in  death ! 
She  was  the  mark  and  model  of  the  time, 
The  mould  in  which  each  female  face  was  formed, 
The  verv  shrine  and  sacristv  of  virtue! 
Fairer  than  ever  was  a  form  created 
I>y  youtliful  fancy  when  the  blood  strays  wild. 
And  never-resting  thought  is  all  on  fire! 
The  worthiest  of  the  worthy !     Not  the  nymph 
Who  met  old  Numa  in  his  hallowed  walks. 
And  whispered  in  his  ear  her  strains  divine. 
Can  I  conceive  beyond  her; — the  young  choir 
Of  vestal  virgins  bent  to  her.    'T  is  wonderful 
Amid  the  darnel,  hemlock,  and  base  weeds, 
Which  now  spring  rife  from  the  luxurious  com- 
post 
Spread  o'er  the  realm,  how  this  sweet  lily  rose, — 
How  from  the  shade  of  those  ill-neighboring  plants 
Her  father  sheltered  her,  that  not  a  leaf 
Was  blighted,  but,  arrayed  in  purest  grace. 
She  bloomed  unsullied  beauty.     Such  perfections 
Might  have  called  back  the  torpid  breast  of  age 
To  long-forgotten  rapture ;  such  a  mind 
Might  have  abashed  the  boldest  libertine 
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Antl  lurned  desire  to  reverential  love 
And  holiest  uffectiou !    O  my  couutrjnieu ! 
You  ull  can  witness  wlion  that  she  went  forth 
It  was  a  holiday  iu  Rome;  old  age 
Forgot  its  crutch,  labor  its  task,— all  ran, 
And  mothers,  turning  to  their  daughtere,  cried, 
"  There,  there  'a  Lucretia  1 "     Now  look  ye  where 

she  lies! 
That  beauteous  flower,  that  innocent  sweet  rose, 
Torn  up  by  ruthless  violence, — gone  I  gone!  gone! 

Saj,  would  you  seek  instruction?  would  ye  ask 
What  ye  should  do  ?     Ask  ye  yon  coneciouH  wal  Is, 
Which  saw  his  poisoned  brother,^ 
Ask  yon  deserted  street,  where  Tullia  drove 
O'er  her  dead  father's  corse,  't  will  ci-y.  Revenge ! 
Ask  yonder  senate-house,  wJiose  stones  are  purjile 
With  human  blood,  and  it  will  cry.  Revenge! 
Go  to  the  tomb  where  lies  hia  murdered  wife, 
And  the  poor  queen,  who  loved  bim  as  her  son, 
Their  unappeas^d  ghosts  will  shriek,  Revenge! 
The  temples  of  the  gods,  the  all-viewing  heavens. 
The  gods  themselves,  shall  justify  the  cry. 
And  swell  the  general  sound,  Revenge!  Revenge! 

And  we  will  be  revenged,  my  countrymen! 
Brutus  shall  lead  you  on;  Brutus,  a  name 
Which  will,  when  you're  revenged,  he  dearer  to 

him 
Than  all  the  noblest  titles  earth  can  boast. 

Brutus  your  king! — No,  follow-citizens ! 
If  laad  ambition  in  this  guilty  frame 
Had  strung  one  kingly  fibre,  yea.  but  one, — 
By  all  the  gods,  this  dagger  which  1  bold 
Should  rip  it  out,  though  it  intwiued  my  heart. 
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Now  take  the  body  up.     Bear  it  before  us 
To  Tarquin's  palace ;  there  we  '11  light  our  torches, 
And  in  the  blazing  conflagration  rear 
A  pile,  for  these  chaste  relics,  that  shall  send 
Her  soul  amongst  the  stars.     On!  Brutus  leads 
you! 

JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE. 


THE    ROMAN  FATHER. 

FROM    *^^  VIRGINIA/^ 

Straightway  Virginius  led  the  maid 

A  little  space  aside, 
To  where  the  reeking  shambles  stood, 

Piled  up  with  horn  and  hide; 
Close  to  yon  low  dark  archway, 

Where,  in  a  crimson  flood. 
Leaps  down  to  the  great  sewer 

The  gurgling  stream  of  blood. 

Hard  by,  a  flesher  on  a  block 

Had  laid  his  whittle  down : 
Virginius  caught  the  whittle  up, 

And  hid  it  in  his  gown. 
And  then  his  eyes  grew  very  dim. 

And  his  throat  began  to  swell, 
And  in  a  hoarse,  changed  voice  he  spake, 

"Farewell,  sweet  child!  Farewell! 

"O,  how  I  loved  my  darling! 

Though  stern  I  sometimes  be, 
To  thee,  thou  know'st,  I  was  not  so, — 

Who  could  be  so  to  thee? 
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And  how  my  diii'liiig  loved  mu! 

Huw  glad  Hlie  was  to  liear 
My  footstep  ou  the  thi'eahold 

When  1  came  back  last  year! 

"  And  how  8he  danced  with  [ileaaure 

To  see  my  civic  crown. 
And  took  my  swortl,  and  hung  it  np, 

And  brought  me  forth  my  gowu! 
Now,  all  those  things  are  over,^ — 

Yes,  all  thy  pretty  ways, 
Thy  neediewoik,  thy  prattle, 

Thy  snatches  of  old  lays; 

"  And  none  will  giieve  when  1  go  forth. 

Or  smile  when  I  return, 
Or  watch  beside  the  old  man's  bed, 

Or  weep  upon  his  urn. 
The  house  tJiat  was  the  happiest 

Within  the  Konian  wallw, 
The  lionse  that  envied  not  the  wealth 

Of  Capua's  marble  halls, 

"  Now,  for  the  brightness  of  thy  smile, 

Slust  have  eternal  gloom, 
And  for  the  music  of  tliy  voice, 

The  silence  of  the  tomb. 
The  time  is  come!     See  how  he  points 

His  eager  hand  this  way! 
Bee  how  hia  eyes  gloat  on  thy  grief, 

Like  a  kite's  upon  the  prey! 

"With  all  bis  wit.  he  little  deems 
That,  spurned,  betrayed,  bereft, 
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Thy  father  liath,  in  his  despair, 

Oue  fearful  refuge  left. 
He  little  deems  that  iu  this  hand 

1  clutch  what  still  can  save 
Thy  gentle  youth  from  taunts  and  blows, 

The  portion  of  the  slave; 

"  Yea,  and  from  nameless  evil, 

That  passes  taunt  and  blow, — 
Foul  outrage  which  thou  knowest  not, 

Which  thou  shalt  never  know. 
Then  clasp  me  round  the  neck  once  more. 

And  give  me  one  more  kiss ; 
And  now,  mine  own  dear  little  girl. 

There  is  no  way  but  this." 

With  that  he  lifted  high  the  steel, 

And  smote  her  in  the  side, 
And  in  her  blood  she  sank  to  earth. 

And  with  one  sob  she  died. 
Then,  for  a  little  moment, 

All  people  held  their  breath; 
And  through  the  crowded  forum 

Was  stillness  as  of  death ; 

And  in  another  moment 

Brake  forth,  from  one  and  all, 
A  cry  as  if  the  Volscians 

Were  coming  o'er  the  wall. 
Some  with  averted  faces 

Shrieking  fled  home  amain ; 
Some  ran  to  call  a  leech;  and  some 

Kan  to  lift  up  the  slain. 
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Some  felt  Lei-  lips  auJ  little  wrist, 

If  life  miglit  there  be  fouad; 
And  some  tore  up  their  garments  fast. 

And  Btrove  to  stiiiieli  the  wuuud. 
In  vain  they  rau,  aod  felt,  and  stanched ; 

For  never  truer  liloiv 
That  good  right  ami  Lad  dealt  in  fight 

Against  a  Volsdan  foe. 

When  AppiuH  Ciajidius  saw  that  deed, 

He  shuddei-ed  and  sank  down, . 
And  hid  his  face  some  little  space 

With  the  corner  of  his  gown; 
Till,  with  white  lips  and  bloodshot  eyes, 

Virginius  tottered  nigh. 
And  stood  before  the  Judgment-seat, 

And  held  the  knife  on  high. 

"  O  dwellers  in  the  nether  gloom, 

Avengers  of  the  slain. 
By  this  dear  blood  I  cry  to  you 

Do  right  between  us  twain; 
And  even  as  Appius  Claudius 

Hath  dealt  by  me  and  mine, 
Deal  you  by  Appius  Claudius, 

And  all  the  Claudiau  line!  " 


So  spake  the  slayer  of  his  child, 
And  turned  and  went  his  way; 

But  first  he  cast  one  haggard  glance 
To  where  the  body  I;iy, 

And  writhed,  and  groaned  a  fearful  groan, 
And  then,  with  steadfast  feet. 
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Strode  right  across  the  market-place 
Unto  the  Hacred  Street. 


Then  up  sprang  Appius  Claudius: 

''Stop  him;  alive  or  dead! 
Ten  thousand  pounds  of  copper 

To  the  nmn  who  brings  his  head." 
He  looked  upon  his  clients; 

Ijut  none  would  work  his  will. 
He  looked  upon  his  lictors; 

But  they  trembled,  and  stood  still. 

And  as  Virginins  through  the  press 

His  way  in  silence  cleft, 
Ever  the  mighty   multitude 

Fell  back  to  right  and  left. 
And  he  hath  passed  in  safety 

Unto  his  woful  home, 
And  there  ta'en  horse  to  tell  the  camp 

What  deeds  are  done  in  Rome. 

THOMAS   BADINGTON^    LOUD    MACAULAY. 


MARK  ANTONY,  OVER  THE  BODY 

OF  CESAR. 

FROM  ^^  JULIUS  CICSAR/'  ACT  IIL  SC.  2. 

Antony. — O  mighty  Caesar  I  dost  thou  lie  so 
low? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure? — Fare  thee  well. — 
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{To  the  people.) 
Friends,   Rouinus,   coiiutijiupu,   lend   me  jour 
ears; 
1  come  to  bury  Cfesar,  not  fo  praise  liim. 
Tbe  evil  tliat  men  do  lives  after  tbem; 
The  good  18  oft  interr&d  with  their  bones; 
8o  let  it  be  with  Ciesiir.     The  noble  Brutua 
Hath  told  you  CiEsur  was  ambitious : 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault; 
And  grievously  hath  Csesar  answered  it- 
Here,  under  leave  of  Itrutus  and  the  rest, 
(For  lirutus  is  an  honorable  man ; 
Ho  ai-e  they  all,  all  honorable  men,) 
Coiue  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  uiy  friend,  faithful  and  Just  to  me: 
But  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious ; 
And  Knitiis  is  an  honorable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransom  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  Ibis  in  Csesar  seem  ambitious? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Ca!sar  hath  wept: 
Aiiibilion  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff: 
Yet  lirutiis  says  he  was  ambitious; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honorable  man. 
You  all  did  see  that  on  the  Lupercal 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown, 
Which  he  did  thrice  refuse:  was  this  ambition? 
Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  honorable  man. 
I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 
But  hero  I  am  to  speak  what  T  do  know. 
You  all  did  love  him  ouco, — not  without  cause! 
What  cause   withholds  you,  then,  to  niouru  for 
bim? 
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O  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts, 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason  ! — Bear  with  me ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  C8esar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

•  ••••• 

But  j-^esterday,  the  word  of  Caesar  might 
Have  stood  against  the  world  !  now  lies  he  there 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters !  if  I  were  disposed  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassiiis  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honorable  men : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong  ;  I  rather  choose 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you. 

Than  I  will  wrong  such  honorable  men. 

But  here  's  a  parchment,  with  the  seal  of  Caesar, — 

I  found  it  in  his  closet, — 't  is  his  will. 

Lot  but  th^  commons  hear  this  testament, 

(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read,) 

And  tliey  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Caesar's  wounds. 

And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood  : 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory. 

And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 

Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy. 

Unto  their  issue. 

4  Citizen. — We  '11  hear  the  will :  read  it,  Mark 
Antony. 

Citizens. — The  will,  the  will !    we  will  hear  Cae- 
sar's will. 

Antony. — Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must 
not  read  it ; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  loved  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men  ; 
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And,  being  men,  hearing  the  mil  of  Cresar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  miikn  you  mad : 
'T  is  good  you  itnow  not  that  you  nre  his  heirs, 
For  it  you  sliould,  O,  ivhat  ivould  come  of  it ! 

4  CiTizEx, — Read  the   will ;  we  '11   heivr  it,  An- 
tony; 
You  shall  reiwl  us  the  will, — Caesar's  will. 

Antosv. — Will  you  be  patient?    Will  yoii  stay 
awhile  ? 
I  hiive  o'ershot  myself  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honorable  men 
Whose  da^ere  have  stabbed  Creaar ;  I  do  fear  it. 

4  CiTizKN. — They      were      tmitors:     honorable 

Citizens. — The  will  1  the  testament! 

a  Citizen. — They  were  villains,  murderers:  the 
will !  read  the  will  I 

Antont. — You  will  compel  me,  then,  to  read  the 
will! 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corse  of  Cipsar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend  ?  and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

Citizens. — Come  down. 

Antony. — Nay,   press   not  so   upon   nie;   stand 
far  off. 

Citizens. — Stand  back  ;  room;  bear  back. 

Antony.     If   you   have    tears,   prepare    to    shed 
them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  rememl>er 
The  first  time  ever  Cssai-  put  it  on  ; 
'T  w!is  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  hi.s  tent; 
That  day  lie  overcame  t!ie  N'crvii : — 
Look,  ill  tliia  place  niii  ('assins'  dagger  through  : 
See  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made  ; 
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Through  this  the  well-belovM  Brutus  stabbed; 

And,  as  he  plucked  his  clirsM  steel  away, 

Mark  how  the  blood  of  Caesar  followed  it, 

As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolved 

If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knocked,  or  no; 

For  Brutus,  as  3  ou  know,  was  Ca^sar^s  angel : 

Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Caesar  loved  him ! 

This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all ; 

For  when  the  noble  Caesar  saw  him  stab. 

Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms. 

Quite   vanquished   him:   then   burst   his   mighty 

heart ; 
And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face. 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statua. 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Caesar  fell. 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourished  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep ;  and  I  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity:  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded?    Look  you  here, 
Here  is  himself,  marred,  as  you  see,  with  traitors. 
•  ••.•• 

Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir  you 
up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
Thev  that  have  done  this  deed  are  honorable ; —    - 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it; — they  are  wise  and  hon- 
orable, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts; 
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I  am  no  orator,  aa  Brutus  is; 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  i>laiii  blunt  man. 
That  love  my  friend;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him : 
For  I  have  ueither  wit,  nor  wurd»,  nop  worth, 
Action,  nor  uttei-anco,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 
To  stir  men's  blood :  1  only  speak  right  on ; 
I  tpll  you  that  which  you  yourselvea  do  know; 
Show  you  sweet  Cspsar's  wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb 

mouths, 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  but  were  1  Brutus, 
And  BrutUB  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  ('seaar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 
All. — We  '11  mutiny. 

1  OiTiZEN. — We'll  burn  the  houKC  of  Brutus. 
3  Citizen. — Away,  then !  come,  seek  the  couspir- 

ators. 
Antony. — Yot  hear  me,  conntrymcD;  yet  hear 

me  s))eak. 
ALr„ — Peace,  liol    Hear  Antony,  most  noble  An- 
tony. 
Antony. — Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know 
not  what. 
Wherein  hath  Ca?sar  thus  desen-ed  your  loves? 
Alas,  you  know  not! — 1  must  tell  you,  tbon. 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  toUl  you  of. 
All. — Most    true; — the   will! — let's    stay   and 

hoar  the  will. 
Antony. — Here  is  the  will,  and  under  CiPsar's 
seal : — 
To  every  lioinan  ritizen  lie  gives, 
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To  every  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas. 

2  Citizen. — Most  noble  Ca?sar ! — we  '11  revenge 
his  death. 

3  Citizen. — O  royal  Caesar ! 
Antony. — Hear  me  with  patience. 
Citizens. — Peace,  ho ! 

Antony. — Moreover,  he  hath   left  you  all  his 
walks, 
His  private  arbors,  and  new-planted  orchards 
On  this  side  Tiber;  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  heirs  forever, — common  pleasures, 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  ^'ourselves. 
Here  was  a  Cfesar!  when  comes  such  another? 

1  Citizen. — Never,  never! — Come  away,  away! 
We  '11  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 
And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 

Take  up  the  body 

[Ex(Tunt  CitizcnSy  icitli  the  body,] 

Antony. — Now  let  it  work.     Mischief,  thou  art 
afoot. 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt. 

SHAKESPEARE. 


THE    SACK    OF    THE    CITY. 

Thy  will,  O  King,  is  done!    Lighting  but  to  con- 
sume, 
The  roar  of  the  fierce  flames  drowned  even  the 
shouts  and  shrieks; 
Reddening    each    roof,    like    some    day-dawn    of 
bloody  doom. 
Seemed  they  in  joyous  flight  to  dance  above 
their  wrecks. 
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Slnuglitpr  his  tliousnnd  giant  arms  bath  tossed  on 
high, 
Fell    fathers,    husbands,    wives,    beneiith    his 
streaiiiiug  steel; 
Prostrate  the  ])alaces  huge  tombs  of  tiro  lie. 
While  gathering  overliead  the  vultures  sereaui 
aud  wheel. 

Died   the  pale  niotbera; — and   tlie  viigins.   fiiirn 
their  arms, 
O  Caliyli,  flercel_v  torn,  bcwaileil   their  young 
years'  hiight; 
With  stabs  and  kisses  fouled,  all  their  yet  quiver- 
ing charniH 
At  our  fleet   coursers'  heels  were  dragged   in 
mocking  Iligbt. 

Lo,  where  tbe  city  Uea  mantled  in  pati  or  death ! 
IjO,   where   thy   mighty   arm   hatb   passed,   ail 
things  lUH.st  bend ! 
As  the  priests  prayed,  the  sword  stopped  their 
accnrsfid  breath, — 
Vainly  their  saered  book  for  shield  did  they 
extend. 

Some  infants  yef  survived,  and  the  unsuted  steel 
Still   drinks   tiie   life-blood   of   each   whelp   of 
Christian  hound. 
To  kiaa   thy  sandal's  foot,  O   King,  thy  people 
kneel. 
With  golden  circle!  to  tby  glorious  ankle  hound. 

From  the  Freucli  o£  VICTOK-JIARIK   HUGO. 
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THE  SLAYING  OF  SOHRAB. 

FROM  "  SOHRAB  AND  RUSTUM.'' 

He    spake;    and    Rustum    answered    not,    but 

hurled 
His  spear.     Down  from  the  shoulder,  down   it 

came — 
As  on  some  partridge  in  the  corn,  a  hawk, 
That  long  has  towered  in  the  airy  clouds, 
Drops  like  a  plummet.    Sohrab  saw  it  come, 
And  sj)i*ang  aside,  quick  as  a  flash.    The  spear 
Hissed,  and  went  quivering  down  into  the  sand. 
Which  it  sent  flying  wide.    Then  Sohrab  threw 
In  turn,  and  full  struck  Rustum^s  shield.    Sharp 

rang 
The  iron  plates,  rang  sharp,  but  turned  the  spear. 
And  Rustum  seized  his  club,  which  none  but  he 
Could  wield — an  unlapped  trunk  it  was,  and  huge. 
Still   rough;   like   those   which  men,   in   treeless 

plains, 
To  build  them  boats,  fish  from  the  flooded  rivers, 
Ilyphasis  or  Ilydaspes,  when,  high  up 
Hy  their  dark  springs,  the  wind  in  winter-time 
Has  made  in  Himalayan  forests  wrack, 
And  strewn  the  channels  with  torn  boughs — so 

huge 
The  club  which  Rustum  lifted  now,  and  struck 
One  stroke ;  but  again  Sohrab  sprang  aside, 
Lithe  as  the  glancing  snake,  and  the  club  came 
Thundering  to  earth,  and  leapt  from  Rustum's 

hand. 
And  Rustum  followed  his  own  blow,  and  fell 


And    uow    might    Sohrab    have    unaUeutlieil    liis 

sword, 
And  piei'fed  the  mighty  RuBtum  while  he  lay 
Dizzy,  and  on  his  Icnets,  and  choked  with  sand; 
But   he   looked   on,   and   emiled,   nor   bared   liis 

Bword ; 
But    courteously    drew    back,    and    spoke,    and 

said  :— 
"  Thou  strik'st  too  hard;  that  club  of  thine  will 

float 
Uiion  the  Buinmer  floods,  and  not  my  bonea. 
But  rise,  and  be  not  wroth;  not  wroth  am  I. 
Ko,  when  I  see  thee,  wrath  fot-sakes  my  soul. 
Thou  sayest  thou  art  not  Rustum ;  be  it  so. 
Who  art  thou  then,  that  canst  so  touch  my  soul  ? 
lioy  as  I  am,  I  hai-e  seen  battles  too ; 
nave  waded  foremost  iu  their  bloody  waves. 
And  heard  their  hollow  roar  of  dying  men ; 
But  never  was  my  heart  thus  touched  before, 
Ai-e  they  from   heaven,   these  softenings   of  the 

heart? 
O  thou  old  warrior,  let  us  yield  to  Heaven  t 
Come,  plant  we  here  in  eaith  our  angry  spears. 
And  make  a  truce,  and  sit  upon  this  sand. 
And  pledge  each  other  in  i-ed  wine,  like  friends; 
And  thou  shalt  talk  to  me  of  Kustum's  deeds. 
There  are  enough  foes  in  the  Persian  host 
Whom  I  may  meet,  and  strike,  and  feel  no  pang; 
Chauipions  enough  Afrasiab  has,  whom  thou 
May'st  fight:  fight  them,  when  they  confront  thy 

si)car. 
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But  oh,  let  there  be  peace  'twixt  thee  and  me ! " 
He  ceased.     But  while  he  spake  Rustum  had 

risen, 
And  stood  erect,  trembling  with  rage.    His  club 
He  left  to  lie,  but  had  regained  his  sj)ear. 
Whose  fiery  point  now  in  his  mailed  right  hand 
Blazed  bright  and  baleful — like  that  autumn  star, 
The  baleful  sign  of  fevers.    Dust  had  soiled 
His  stately  crest,  and  dimmed  his  glittering  arms. 
His  breast  heaved;  his  lips  foamed;  and  twice  his 

voice 
Was  choked  with  rage.    At  last  these  words  broke 

way: — 
^*  Girl !   nimble   with    thy   feet,   not    with   thy 

hands ! 
Curled  minion,  dancer,  coiner  of  sweet  words ! 
Fight !    Let  me  hear  thy  hateful  voice  no  more ! 
Thou  art  not  in  Afrasiab^s  gardens  now 
With  Tartar  girls,  with  whom  thou  art  wont  to 

dance ; 
But  on  the  Oxus  sands,  and  in  the  dance 
Of  battle,  and  with  me,  who  make  no  play 
Of  war.    I  fight  it  out,  and  hand  to  hand. 
Speak  not  to  me  of  truce,  and  pledge,  and  wine ! 
Remember  all  thy  valor;  try  thy  feints 
And  cunning;  all  the  pity  I  had  is  gone; 
Because  thou  hast  shamed  me  before  both  the 

hosts. 
With   thy   light  skipping  tricks,   and   thy  girl's 

wiles." 
He  spoke;  and  Sohrab  kindled  at  his  taunts. 
And  he  too  drew  his  sword.    At  once  they  rushed 
Together ;  as  two  eagles  on  one  prey 


Come  rusLiiiy  down  togetiiL-i-  from  the  elouds, 
One  fi-om   tUe  east,  oue   from   tliu   west,     'flieii- 

BhJGldS 

Dashed  with  a  clang  togetlier;  and  a  din 
Hose,  such  as  that  the  sinewy  woodcutters 
Make  often  in  the  forest's  heart  at  morn, 
Wf  hewing  axes,  crashing  trees;  sufh  blows 
Bustum  and  Sohrab  on  each  other  hailed. 
And  jou  would  say  that  sun  and  stars  took  part 
In  tliat  unuatmal  coiitlict;  for  a  cloud 
Grew  suddenly  in  heaveu,  and  darkened  the  sun 
Over  the  fighters'  heads;  and  a  wind  rose 
Under  tlielr  feet,  and  moaning  swept  the  plain, 
And  in  a  sandy  whirlwind  wrapjied  tlie  pair. 
In  gloom   they  twain   were  wrap]ied,   and   they 

alone; 
For  both  the  on-looking  hosts  on  either  hand 
Stood  in  broad  daylight,  and  the  sky  was  pure, 
And  the  sun  sparkled  ou  the  Oxus  stream. 
JJut  iu  the  gloom  they  fought,  with  bloodshot  eyes 
And  laboring  breath.     First  Eustum  struck  the 

shield 
Which  Sohrab  held  stiff  out.     The  steel-spiked 

spear 
Rent  the  tough  plates,  but  failed  to  reach  the 
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And  Rnstum  plucked  it  back  with  angry  groan. 
Then  Sohrab  with  his  sword  smote  Bustum's  helm 
Kor  clove  its  steel  quite  through ;  but  all  the  ci-est 
He  shore  away;  and  that  proud  horsehair  plume. 
Never  till  now  defiled,  sunk  to  the  dust; 
And  Itustuiii  bowed  his  bead.  Itut  then  the  gloom 
Grew  blacker;  thunder  rumbled  in  the  air, 
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And  lightnings  rent  the  cloud;  and  Ruksh,  the 

horse, 
Who  stood  at  hand,  uttered  a  dreadful  cry. 
No  horse's  crv  was  that,  most  like  the  roar 
Of  some  pained  desert  lion,  who  all  day 
lias  trailed  the  hunter's  javelin  in  his  side, 
And  comes  at  night  to  die  upon  the  sand. 
The  two  hosts  heard  the  cry,  and  quaked  for  fear; 
And  Oxus  curdled  as  it  crossed  his  stream. 
But  ISohrab  heard,  and  quailed  not — but  rushed 

on. 
And  struck  again;  and  again  Rustum  bowed 
His  head.    But  this  time  all  the  blade,  like  glass. 
Sprang  in  a  thousand  shivers  on  the  helm, 
And  in  his  hand  the  hilt  remained  alone. 
Then  Kustum  raised  his  head;  his  dreadful  eyes 
Glai'ed,  and  he  shook  on  high  his  menacing  spear, 
And    shouted    "  Bustum ! ''    Sohrab    heard    that 

shout. 
And  shrank  amazed ;  back  he  recoiled  one  step, 
And  scanned  with  blinking  eyes  the  advancing 

form ; 
And  then  he  stood  bewildered;  and  he  dropped 
His  covering  shield,  and  the  spear  pierced  his 

side. 
He    reeled,    and    staggering   back,    sunk   to    the 

ground. 
And  then  the  gloom  dispersed,  and  the  wind  fell, 
And  the  bright  sun  broke  forth,  and  melted  all 
The  cloud;  and  the  two  armies  saw  the  pair — 
Saw  Rustum  standing,  safe  upon  his  feet, 
And  Sohrab  wounded,  on  the  bloody  sand. 
Then  with  a  bitter  smile,  Rustum  began : — 
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"  Soliralj.  tliou  thouglifest  in  thy  mind  to  kill 
A  Pei'siuu  lord  tbi»  day,  aud  strip  his  corpse, 
And  bear  tiiy  ti'opliies  to  Afrasiab's  tent; 
Or  else  tliat  the  great  Kustum  would  lome  down 
Uiiuself  to  flglit,  and  that  thy  wilea  would  move 
His  heart  to  talie  a  gift,  and  let  thee  go. 
And  then  all  the  Tartar  host  would  praise 
Thy  courage  or  thy  craft,  and  spread  thy  fame, 
To  glad  thy  father  in  bia  weak  old  age. 
Fool!  thou  art  slain,  and  by  an  unknown  man! 
Dearer  to  the  red  jackals  shalt  thou  be, 
Than  to  thy  friends,  and  to  thy  father  old." 
And  with  a  fearless  mien  Sohrab  replied: — 
"  Unknown  thou  art ;  yet  thy  fierce  vaunt  is 
vain. 
Thou  dost  not  slay  me,  proud  and  boastful  man! 
Nol  RuBtum  slays  lue,  and  this  filial  heart. 
For  were  I  matched  with  ten  such  men  as  thou, 
And  I  were  he  who  till  to-day  I  was, 
They  should  be  lying  here,  I  standing  there. 
But  that  belovM  name  unnerved  my  arm — 
That  name,  and  something,  I  confess,  in  thee, 
Which  troubles  all  my  heart,  and  made  my  shield 
Fail;  and  thy  spear  transfixed  an  unarmed  foe. 
And  now  thou  boastest,  and  insult'st  my  fate. 
But  hear  thou  this,  fierce  man — tremble  to  hear! 
The  mighty  Kustuui  shall  avenge  my  death! 
My  father,  whom  I  seek  through  all  the  world, 
lie  shalt  avenge  my  death,  and  punish  thee!" 

So  KuHtnui  knew  not  his  own  loss;  but  stood 
Over  his  dying  son,  and  knew  him  not. 

But  with  a  cold,  incrcdulous  voice,  he  said: — 
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"  What  prate  is  this  of  fathers  and  revenge? 
The  mighty  Rustum  never  had  a  son." 

And,  with  a  failing  voice,  Sohrab  replied: — 
"  Ah  yes,  he  had  I  and  that  lost  son  am  I. 
Surely  the  news  will  one  day  reach  his  ear — 
Reach  Rustum,  where  he  sits,  and  tarries  long, 
Somewhere,  I  know  not  where,  but  far  from  here; 
And  pierce  him  like  a  stab,  and  make  him  leap 
To  arms,  and  cry  for  vengeance  upon  thee — 
Fierce  man,  bethink  thee — for  an  only  son ! 
What  will  that  grief,  what  will  that  vengeance  be! 
Oh,  could  I  live  till  I  that  grief  had  seen ! 
Yet  him  I  pity  not  so  much,  but  her. 
My  mother,  who  in  Ader-baijan  dwells 
With  that  old  king,  her  father,  who  grows  gray 
With  age,  and  rules  over  the  valiant  Koords. 
Her  most  I  i)ity,  who  no  more  will  see 
Sohrab  returning  from  the  Tartar  camp. 
With  spoils  and  honor,  when  the  war  is  done. 
But  a  dark  rumor  will  be  bruited  up, 
From  tribe  to  tribe,  until  it  reach  her  ear; 
And  then  will  that  defenceless  woman  learn 
That  Sohrab  will  rejoice  her  sight  no  more; 
But  that  in  battle  with  a  nameless  foe, 
By  the  far-distant  Oxus,  he  is  slain." 

•  «■.■• 

And  Rustum  gazed  on  him  with  grief,  and  said : 

"  O  Sohrab,  thou  indeed  art  such  a  son 
Whom  Rustum,  wert  thou  his,  might  well  have 

loved ! 
Yet  here  thou  errest,  Sohrab,  or  else  men 
Have  told  thee  false — thou  art  not  Rustum's  son. 
For  Rustum  had  no  son.    One  child  he  had — 
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But  one— a  giiJ;  wlm  witb  lier  mother  now 
I'lies  some  liglit  female  task,  iior  ilreama  of  us; 
Of  08  Rlie  dreuiijs  not,  nor  of  wounds,  nor  war." 

But  Solinib  answered  liim  in  wrath ;  for  now 
TLe  anguish  of  the  deep-fixed  ajieai'  grew  fleitre. 
And  he  desired  to  druw  forth  the  steei, 
And  let  the  blood  Oow  free,  and  so  to  die. 
But  first  he  would  convince  Uis  stahboru  foe; 
And,  rising  sternl_y  on  one  arm,  be  said : 

"  Man,  who  art  thou,  who  dost  deny  my  words? 
Truth  sits  upon  the  lips  of  dying  men; 
And  falsehood,  while  I  lived,  wa«  far  from  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  priciied  upon  this  arm  i  bear 
That  seal  which  Ruatum  to  my  mother  gave, 
That  she  might  prick  it  on  the  babe  she  bore," 

He   spoke:   and   all   the    blood    left   Hustuiu'3 
cheeks ; 
And  liis  kuees  tottered;  and  he  smote  his  hand 
Against  his  bi-east,  his  heavy  mailed  hand, 
That  the  hard  iron  corselet  clanked  aloud; 
And  to  his  heart  he  pressed  the  other  hand. 
And  in  a  hollow  voice  he  spake,  and  said: 

"  Sohrab,  that  were  a  proof  which  could  not  lie. 
If  thou  show  this,  then  art  thou  Rustum's  son." 

Then,  with  weak,  haaty  fingers,  Hohrab  loosed 
His  belt,  and  near  the  shoulder  bared  his  arm, 
And  showed  a  sign  in  faint  vermilion  points 
Pricked.    As  a  cunning  workman,  in  Pekin, 
Pricks  with  vermilion  some  clear  porcelain  vase, 
An  eni])er()r's  gift ;  at  early  morn  he  paints. 
.\nd  all  dav  long;  and,  when  night  comes,  the 

I.1TI,|.' 

Lights  up  his  studious  forehead  and  thin  hands: 
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So  delicately  pricked  the  sign  appeared 
On  Solirab's  arm — the  sign  of  Rustum's  seal. 
It  was  that  griffin,  which  of  old  reared  Zal, 
Rustum's  great  father,  whom  they  left  to  die, 
A  helpless  babe,  among  the  mountain  rocks, 
Him  that  kind  creature  found  and  reared  and 

loved. 
Then  Rustum  took  it  for  his  glorious  sign. 
And  Sohrab  bared  that  figure  on  his  arm. 
And  himself  scanned  it  long  with  mournful  eyes, 
And  then  he  touched  it  with  his  hand  and  said : 

"How  sayest  thou?  Is  that  sign  the  proper  sign 
Of  Rustum's  son,  or  of  some  other  man's?  " 
He  spoke :  but  Rustum  gazed,  and  gazed,  and 

stood 
Speechless;  and  then  he  uttered  one  sharp  cry — 
"  O,    boy — thy    father!" — and   his   voice   choked 

there, 
And  then  a  dark  cloud  passed  before  his  eyes, 
And  his  head  swam,  and  he  sank  down  to  earth. 
P>ut  Sohrab  crawled  to  where  he  lay,  and  cast 
His  arms  about  his  neck,  and  kissed  his  lips. 
And    with    fond,    faltering    fingers    stroked    his 

cheeks. 
Trying  to  call  him  back  to  life.    And  life 
Came  back  to  Rustum,  and  he  oped  his  eyes. 
And  they  stood  wide  with  horror;  and  he  seized 
In  both  his  hands  the  dust  which  lay  around, 
And  threw  it  on  his  head,  and  smirched  his  hair — 
His  hair,  and  face,  and  beard,  and   glittering 

arms ; 
And  strong,  convulsive  groanings  shook  his  breast, 
And  his  sobs  choked  him;  and  he  clutched  his 

sword 
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To  (Jraw  it,  and  for  ever  let  life  out. 

Itnt  Sulii-ab  saw  bis  thougbt,  and  held  his  tiaods: 

And  witli  a  soothing  voice  lie  spoke,  and  said: 

"  Father,  forbear!  for  I  but  meet  to-day 
The  doom  that  at  my  birth  was  written  down 
In   lieaven,   and   thou   art   heaven's   unconscious 

baud. 
Surely  my  heart  cried  out  that  it  was  thou, 
When  first  I  saw  thee;  and  thy  heart  spoke  too, 
I  know  it-    But  fate  ti-od  those  promptings  down 
Under  its  iron  heel;  fate,  fate  engaged 
The  strife,  and  hurled  me  on  my  father's  spt'ar. 
But  let  ua  speak  no  more  of  this — I  find 
My  father;  let  me  feel  that  I  have  found. 
Corae,  sit  beside  me  on  this  sand,  and  take 
3Iy  head  betwixt  thy  bauds,  and  hiss  my  cheeks, 
And  wash  them  with  thy  tears,  and  say,  '  My 

Gon! ' 
Quick !  quick  1  for  nnmbered  are  my  sands  of  life, 
And  swift;  for  like  the  lightning  to  tbis  field 
I  came,  and  like  the  wind  I  go  away — 
Sudden,  and  swift,  and  like  a  passing  wind. 
But  it  was  writ  in  heaven  that  this  should  be." 

So  said  be:  and  his  voice  released  the  heart 
Of  Kustuiu.  and  liis  tears  broke  forth;  be  cast 
His  arms  round  his  sou's  neck,  and  wept  aloud, 
And  kissed  him.    And  awe  fell  on  both  the  hosts 
When  they  saw  Rustum's  grief;  and  Ruksb,  the 

horse, 
With  his  bead  bowing  to  tli?  ground,  and  mane 
Swoepiuf;  the  dust,  came  near,  and  in  mute  woe, 
Fii-st  to  the  one.  then  to  the  other  moved 
His  bead,  as  if  inquiring  what  tl.eir  grief 
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Might  mean;  and  from  his  dark,  compassionate 

eyes, 
The  big,  warm  tears  rolled  down,  and  caked  the 

sand. 
But  Rustum  chid  him  with  stern  voice,  and  said: 
*^  Kuksh,  now  thou  grievest ;  but,  O  Ruksh,  th}' 

feet 
Should  then  have  rotted  on  thy  nimble  joints. 
When  first  they  bore  thy  master  to  this  field." 
Jjut  Sohrab  looked  upon  the  horse,  and  said : 
"  Is  this  then  Ruksh?    How  often,  in  past  days, 
My  mother  told  me  of  thee,  thou  brave  steed — 
My  terrible  father's  terrible  horse!  and  said 
That  I  should  one  da^^  find  thy  lord  and  thee. 
Come,  let  me  lay  my  hand  upon  thy  mane. 
O  Ruksh,  thou  art  more  fortunate  than  I ; 
For  thou  hast  gone  where  I  shall  never  go. 
And  snuffed  the  breezes  of  my  father's  home, 
And  thou  hast  trod  the  sands  of  Seistan, 
And  seen  the  river  of  Ilelmund,  and  the  lake 
Of  Zirrah ;  and  the  aged  Zal  himself 
Has  often  stroked  thy  neck,  and  given  thee  food — 
Corn  in  a  golden  platter  soaked  with  wine — 
And  said — '  O  Ruksh  !  bear  Rustum  well  I '    But  I 
Have  never  known  my  grandsire's  furrowed  face. 
Nor  seen  his  lofty  house  in  Seistan, 
Nor    slaked    my    thirst    at    the    clear    Helmund 

stream ; 
But  lodged  among  my  father's  foes,  and  seen 
Afrasiab's  cities  only,  Samarcand, 
Bokhara,  and  lone  Khiva  in  the  waste, 
And  the  black  Toorkmun  tents ;  and  only  drunk 
The  desert  rivers,  Moorghab  and  Tejend, 
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Knliik.  aoil  where  the  Kalmnks  feed  tlieir  sleep, 
The  noi-thern  Sir;  and  this  great  Oxus  streain — 
The  j'ellow  Oxns,  by  whose  brink  I  die." 

And,  with  a  heavy  groan.  Kustum  replied: 
"Oh  that  its  waves  were  flowing  over  me! 
Oh  that  I  saw  its  grains  of  jellow  silt 
Roll  tumbling  in  the  cun-eut  o'er  my  head !  " 

And,  with  a  grave,  mild  voice,  Hohrab  replied: 
"Desire  not  thnt,  my  father!     Thou  must  live; 
For  some  are  born  to  do  great  deeds,  and  live; 
As  some  are  born  to  he  obscured,  and  die. 
Do  thon  the  deeds  I  die  too  young  to  do, 
And  reap  a  second  glory  in  thine  age; 
Thou  art  my  father,  and  thy  gain  is  mine. 
Rut  come!  thou  seest  this  great  host  of  men 
Which  follow  me;  I  pray  thee,  slay  not  these  1 
Let  me  entreat  for  them — what  have  they  done? 
They  followed  me,  my  hope,  my  fame,  my  star. 
Jjet  them  all  cross  the  Oxns  back  in  peace. 
But  me  thou  must  bear  hence,  not  send  with  them, 
But  carry  me  with  thee  to  Seistan, 
And  place  me  on  a  bed,  and  mourn  for  me — 
Thou,    and    the    snow-haired    Zal,    and    all    thy 

friends. 
And  thou  must  lay  me  in  that  lovely  earth. 
And  heap  a  stately  mound  above  my  bones. 
And  plant  a  far-seen  pillar  over  all ; 
That  80  the  passing  horseman  on  the  waste 
May  see  my  tomb  a  great  way  off,  and  say : 
Sohrab.  the  niiffJiti/  RiiKtiim's  son,  lies  there, 
Whom  his  (treat  father  iliil  in  ignorance  lill — 
And  I  be  not  forgotten  in  my  grave." 

And,  with  a  mournful  voice,  Kustum  replied: 
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"  Fear  not !  as  thou  hast  said,  Sohrab,  my  son, 
So  shall  it  be;  for  I  will  burn  my  tents. 
And  quit  the  host,  and  bear  thee  hence  with  me, 
And  carry  thee  away  to  Se'istan, 
And  place  thee  on  a  bed,  and  mourn  for  thee. 
With  the  snow-headed  Zal,  and  all  my  friends. 
And  I  will  lay  thee  in  that  lovely  earth. 
And  heap  a  stately  mound  above  thy  bones, 
And  plant  a  far-seen  pillar  over  all ; 
And  men  shall  not  forget  thee  in  thy  grave; 
And  I  will  spare  thy  host — yea,  let  them  go — 
Let  them  all  cross  the  Oxus  back  in  peace. 
What  should  I  do  with  slaying  any  more? 
For  would  that  all  whom  I  have  ever  slain 
Might  be  once  more  alive — my  bitterest  foes. 
And  they  who  were  called  champions  in  their 

time, 
And  through  whose  death  I  won  that  fame  I 

have — 
And  I  were  nothing  but  a  common  man, 
A  poor,  mean  soldier,  and  without  renown; 
So  thou  mightest  live  too,  my  son,  my  son ! 
Or  rather,  would  that  I,  even  I  myself. 
Might  now  be  lying  on  this  bloody  sand, 
Near  death,  and  by  an  ignorant  stroke  of  thine. 
Not  thou  of  mine ;  and  I  might  die,  not  thou ; 
And  I,  not  thou,  be  borne  to  Seistan ; 
And  Zal  might  weep  above  my  grave,  not  thine ; 
And  sa}^ — 0  soriy  I  weep  thee  not  too  sore, 
For  willingly,  I  knoic,  thou  meVst  thine  end! — 
But  now  in  blood  and  battles  w^as  my  youth, 
And  full  of  blood  and  battles  is  my  age; 
And  I  shall  never  end  this  life  of  blood." 
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Then  iit  the  point  of  death,  Sohrab  replieil: — 
"A  life  of  blood  indeed,  thou  dreadful  man! 
But  thou  shalt  yet  have  peace;  only  not  now, 
Not  yet.    But  thou  shalt  have  it  on  that  day 
When  thou  shalt  sail  in  a  high-uiasted  ship, 
Thou  and  the  other  peera  of  Kai-Khoaroo, 
Eeturning  home  over  the  salt,  blue  sea. 
From  laying  thy  dear  master  in  hia  gi-ave," 

And    Kustum    gazed    on    Sohrab's    fai-e,    and 

said  :— 
"  Soon  be  tliat  day,  my  son,  and  deep  that  aea! 
Till  then,  if  fate  so  wills,  let  me  endure." 

He  spoke:  and  Sohrab  smiled  on  him,  and  took 
The  spear,  and  drew  it  from  his  side,  and  eased 
IJis  wound's  impeiious  anguish.    But  the  blood 
(.'auie  welling  from  the  open  gash,  and  life 
Flowed  with  the  stream;  all  down  his  cold  white 

side 
The  crimsou  torrent  ran,  dim  now,  and  soiled — 
Like  the  soiled  tissue  of  white  violets 
Left,  freshly  gathered,  on  their  native  bank 
By  romping  children,  whom  their  nurses  call 
Fi-om  the  hot  fields  at  noon.     His  head  drooped 

low ; 
His  limbs  grew  slacli;  motionless,  white,  he  lay — 
White,  with  eyes  closed;  only  when  heavy  gasps, 
Deep,    heavy    gasps,    quivering   thnnigb    all    his 

frame, 
Convulsed  him  back  to  life,  he  opened  them, 
And  fixed  them  feebly  on  his  fatlier'a  faie. 
Till  now  all  strength  was  ebbed,  and  from  his 

limbs 
Unwillingly  the  sjiirit  (led  away. 
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Regretting  the  warm  mansion  which  it  left, 
And  youth  and  bloom,  and  this  delightful  world. 

So,  on  the  bloody  sand,  Sohrab  lay  dead. 
And  the  great  Rustum  drew  his  horseman's  cloak 
Down  o'er  his  face,  and  sate  by  his  dead  son. 
As  those  black  granite  pillars,  once  high-reared 
By  Jemshid  in  Persepolis,  to  bear 
His  house,  now,  mid  their  broken  flights  of  steps. 
Lie  prone,  enormous,  down  the  mountain-side — 
So  in  the  sand  lay  Rustum  by  his  son. 

And  night  came  down  over  the  solemn  waste, 
And  the  two  gazing  hosts,  and  that  sole  pair. 
And  darkened  all ;  and  a  cold  fog,  with  night. 
Crept  from  the  Oxus. 

MATTHEW  ARNOLD. 


KHAMSIN. 

Oh,  the  wind  from  the  desert  blew  in ! — 

Khamsin, 
The  wind  from  the  desert  blew  in ! 
It  blew  from  the  heart  of  the  fiery  south, 
From  the  fervid  sand  and  the  hills  of  drouth, 
And  it  kissed  the  land  with  its  scorching  mouth; 
The  wind  from  the  desert  blew  in ! 

It  blasted  the  buds  on  the  almond  bough, 
And  shrivelled  the  fruit  on  the  orange-tree; 
The  wizened  dervish  breathed  no  vow. 
So  weary  and  parched  was  he. 
The  lean  muezzin  could  not  cry; 
The  dogs  ran  mad,  and  bajed  the  sky; 


TSE  ORIEliT.  43 

The  hot  Sim  sliooe  like  a  copper  disk, 
AuiJ  jirooe  in  the  shade  of  an  obelisk 
The  water-carrier  sunk  with  a  sigh. 
For  limp  and  dry  was  his  wafer-akin; 
And  the  wind  from  the  desert  blew  in. 

The  camel  crouched  by  tLe  crambliag  wall, 
And  oL  the  pitiful  moan  it  made! 
The  minarets,  taper  and  slim  and  tall, 
Reeled  aud  swam  in  the  brazen  light; 
And  prayers  went  up  by  day  and  night, 
But  thin  and  drawn  were  the  lips  that  piltyed. 
The  river  writhed  in  its  slimy  bed, 
[Shrunk  to  a  tortuous,  turbid  thread ; 
The  burnt  earth  cracked  like  a  cloven  rind; 
And  still  tlie  wind,  the  ruthless  wind, 
Khamsin, 
The  wind  froui  the  desert  blew  in. 

Into  the  rnol  of  tlie  mosque  it  crept, 

Where   the   jioor   sought   rest   at   the   I'rophet's 

shrine ; 
Its  breath  was  flre  to  the  jasmine  vine; 
It  fevered  the  brow  of  the  maid  who  slept. 
And  men  grew  haggard  with  revel  of  wine. 
The  tiny  fledglings  died  in  the  nest; 
The  sick  babe  gasped  at  the  mother's  breast. 
Then  a  rumor  rose  and  swelled  and  spread 
From  a  treiiiulons  whisper,  faint  and  vague. 
Till  it  burst  in  a  terrible  cry  of  di-ead. 
The  pltir/uc!  the  plnr/iic!  thr  phii/iic! — 

Oh  the  wind.  Khamsin, 
The  sconrge  from  the  desert,  blew  in  ! 

CLINTO.N  SCOLLARD. 
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THE   DIVER. 

"  On,  wliere  is  the  knight  or  the  squire  so  bold, 
As  to  dive  to  the  howling  charybdis  below? — 

I  cast  into  the  whirl])ool  a  goblet  of  gold, 
And  o'er  it  already  the  dark  waters  flow : 

Whoever  to  me  nmy  the  goblet  bring, 

Shall  have  for  his  guerdon  that  gift  of  his  king." 

He  spoke,  and  the  cup  from  the  terrible  steep, 
That  rugged  and  hoary,  hung  over  the  verge 

Of  the  endless  and  measureless  world  of  the  deep, 
Swirled  into  the  maelstrom  that  maddened  the 
surge. 

"  And  where  is  the  diver  so  stout  to  go — 

I  ask  ye  again — to  the  deep  below?  " 

And  the  knights  and  the  squires  that  gathered 
around, 
Stood  silent — and  fixed  on  the  ocean  their  eyes; 
They  looked  on  the  dismal  and  savage  profound. 
And  the  peril  chilled  back  every  thought  of  the 
prize. 
And  thrice  spoke  the  monarch — "  The  cup  to  win. 
Is  there  never  a  wight  who  will  venture  in?  " 

And  all  as  before  heard  in  silence  the  king — 
Till   a  youth,   with   an   aspect   unfearing  but 
gentle, 
'Mid  the  tremulous  squires,  stept  out  from  the 
ring, 
Unbuckling  his  girdle,  and  doffing  his  mantle; 
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And  the  uiurniuriiig  crowd,  as  tliey  parted  asun- 
der, 
On  the  stately  boy  cast  their  looks  of  wonder. 

As  lie  strode  to  the  marge  of  the  suuimit,  and 
gave 
One  glance  on  the  gulf  of  that  niercilesB  main; 
Lo!  the  wave  that  forever  devours  the  wave, 

Casts  roapingly  up  the  charybdis  agaiu ; 
And,  as  with  the  swell  of  the  far  thunder-buoiu. 
Rushes  foaraiugly  forth  from   the  heart   of  the 
gloom. 

And  it  huhhles  and  seethes,  and  it  hisses  and 
roars, 
As  when  fire  is  with  water  eommixed  and  con- 
tending ; 
And  the  npray  of  its  wrath  to  the  welkin  up-soars, 
And  flood  upon  flood  hurries  on,  never  ending. 
And  it  never  will  rest,  nor  fix)Hi  travail  be  free, 
Like  a  sea  that  is  laboring  the  birth  of  a  sea. 

And  at  last  there  lay  open  the  desolate  realm! 
Through  the  brealiers  that  whitened  the  waste 
of  the  swell, 
Dark — dark  yawned  a  cleft  in  the  midst  of  the 
whelm. 
The  ])ath  to  the  heart  of  that  fathomless  hell. 
Round  and  round  whirled  the  waves — deep  and 

dee^wr  still  driven, 
Like  a  gor^e  thro'  the  mountainous  main  thunder- 
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The  youth  gave  his  trust  to  his  Maker !    Before 
That    path    through    the    riven    abyss    closed 

again — 
Hark!  a  shriek  from  the  crowd  rang  aloft  from 

the  shore, 
And,  behold  I  he  is  whirled  in  the  grasp  of  the 

main ! 
And  o'er  him  the  bieakers  mysteriously  rolled, 
And  the  giant-mouth  closed  on  the  swimmer  so 

bold. 

O'er  the  surface  grim  silence  lay  dark  and  pro- 
found, 
But  the  deep  from  below  murmured  hollow  and 
fell; 
And  the  crowd,  as  it  shuddered,  lamented  aloud — 
"  Gallant    youth — noble    heart — fare-thee-well, 
fare-thee-well  I  '^ 
And  still  ever  deepening  that  wail  as  of  woe, 
3Iore  hollow  the  gulf  sent  its  howl  from  below. 

If  thou  should'st  in  those  waters  thy  diadem  fling, 
And  cry,  "  Who  may  find  it  shall  win  it,  and 
wear ; " 
God's  wot,  though  the  prize  were  the  crown  of  a 
king — 
A  crown  at  such  hazard  were  valued  too  dear. 
For  never  did  lips  of  the  living  reveal. 
What  the  deeps  that  howl  yonder  in  terror  con- 
ceal. 

Oh  many  a  ship,  to  that  breast  grappled  fast, 
Uas  gone  down  to  the  fearful  and  fathomless 
grave ; 
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Again  craBhed  togetlicr,  the  keel  and  Ihe  niaet, 
To   1*6   seen,   tosaed   aloft   iu   the   glee   of   the 

wave. — 
Like   the   growth    of   ii   stovm   ever   louder   and 

clearer, 
Grows  the   roar  of  the  gulf   rising   neai-er  and 

nearer. 

And  it  bubbles  and  eeethea,  and  it  hiaaes  and 
loars, 
Aa  when  tire  is  with  water  foiumixed  and  con- 
tending; 
And  the  spray  of  its  wrath  to  the  welkin  iip-soars, 
And  flood  upon  flood  hurries  on,  never  ending, 
And,  as  with  the  swell  of  the  far  thunder-boom, 
Rushes   roaringly   forth   from   the   heart  of   the 
gloom. 

And  lo!  from  the  heart  of  that  far-floating  gloom, 
What  gleams  on  the  darkness  so  swaulike  und 
white  ? 
Lo!  an  arm  and  a  neck,  glancing  up  from  the 
tomb  !— 
They    battle — the    Man    with    the    Element's 
might. 
It  is  he— it  is  he! — In  his  left  hand  behold. 
As  a  sign— ^as  a  joy !  shinea  the  goblet  of  gold ! 

And  he  breathM  deep,  and  he  breathM  long, 
And  he  greeted  the  heavenly  delight  of  the  day. 

Thej'   gaze   on   each   other — they   shout   as   they 
throng— 
"lie  lives— lo,  the  ocean  has  rendered  its  prey! 
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And  out  of  the  grave  where  the  Hell  began, 
His  valor  has  rescued  the  living  man ! '' 

And  he  comes  with  the  crowd  in  their  clamor  and 

And  the  goblet  his  daring  has  won  from  the 
water, 
He  lifts  to  the  king  as  he  sinks  on  his  knee; 
And  the  king  from  her  maidens  has  beckoned 
his  daughter, 
And  he  bade  her  the  wine  to  his  cup-bearer  bring, 
And  thus  spake  the  Diver — '"  Long  life  to  the 
king! 

"  Hapj)y  they  whom  the  rose-hues  of  daylight  re- 
joice. 
The  air  and  the  sky  that  to  mortals  are  given ! 

May  the  horror  below  never  more  find  a  voice — 
Nor  Man  stretch  too  far  the  wide  mercy  of 
Heaven ! 

Never  more — never  more  may  he  lift  from  the  mir- 
ror, 

The  Veil  which  is  woven  with  Night  and  with 
Terror ! 

"  Quick-brightening    like    lightning — it    tore    me 
along, 
Down,  down,  till  the  gush  of  a  torrent  at  play 
In  the  rocks  of  its  wilderness  caught  me — and 
strong 
As  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  it  whirled  me  away. 
Vain,  vain  were  my  struggles — the  circle  had  won 
me. 


Rouud  and  round  iu  ita  dauee  the  wild  element 

sjjuu  lue. 

"And  I  called  on  luy  God,  and  my  God  heard  my 
I'rayer, 
In  the  strength  of  my  need,  in  the  gaep  of  my 
breath — 
And  showed  mu  a  crag  that  rose  up  from  the  lair. 
And  I  flung  to  it,  ti-enibling — and  ballled  tiie 
death. 
And,  safe  in  the  perils  around  me,  behold 
On  the  BpilieB  of  the  coral  the  goblet  of  gold! 

"  Below,  at  the  foot  of  tiiat  precipice  drear, 

Spread  the  gloomy,  and  purple,  and  pathless  ob- 
scure ! 

A  silence  of  horror  that  slept  on  the  ear, 

That  the  eye  more  appalled  might  the  horror 
endure! 

Salamander — snake — dragon — vast   reptiles   that 
dwell 

In  the  deep — coiled  about  the  grim  jaws  of  their 
hell! 

"  Dark -craw  led — glided     dark     the     unspeakable 

swarms. 
Like  masses  unshapeu,  made  life  hideously; 
Here    clung   aud    here    bristled    the    fashionless 

forms, 
Ilere  the  Ilammt'r-fish  darkened  the  dark  of  the 

sea, 
And  witli  teeth  grinning  white,  and  a  meuaclng 

motion, 
Went  the  terrible  yhark — the  hyeua  of  Ocean. 
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"  There  I  hung,  and  the  awe  gathered  icily  o'er 
me, 
So  far  from  the  earth  where  man's  help  there 
was  none! 

The  one  Human  Thing,  with  the  Goblins  before 
me — 
Alone — in  a  loneness  so  ghastly — alone  ! 

Fathom-deep  from  man's  eye  in  the  speechless  pro- 
found, 

With  the  death  of  the  main  and  the  monsters 
around. 


"  Methought,  as  I  gazed  through  the  darkness, 
that  now 
A  hundred-limbed  creature  caught  sight  of  its 
Piey, 
And  darted. — O  God !  from  the  far-flaming  bough 

Of  the  coral,  I  swept  on  the  horrible  way ; 
And  it  seized  me,  the  wave  with  its  wrath  and  its 

roar. 
It  seized  me  to  save — King,  the  danger  is  o'er!  " 

# 

On  the  youth  gazed  the  monarch,  and  marvelled — 

quoth  he, 
"  Bold  Diver,  the  goblet  I  promised  is  thine, 
And  this  ring  will   1  give,  a  fresh  guerdon  to 

thee, 
Never  jewels  more  precious  shone  up  from  the 

mine; 
If  thou  '11  bring  me  fresh  tidings,  and  venture 

again. 
To  say  what  lies  hid  in  the  innermost  main !  " 
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Then  uuty|iiUie  Uic  diiuglitcr  in  tender  emotion, 
"All I  fattier,  my  father,  wliiit  moiii  can  tliere 
i-est  V 
Kiiou|rli  of  tliia  sport  witli  tlie  pitiless  ot-ean — 
He  has  served  thee  as  none  would,  thyself  hast 
confest. 
If  nothing  lau  siake  thy  wild  thirst  of  desii-e, 
Be  your  koights  not,  at  least,  put  to  shame  by  the 
squire!" 

The  king  seized  the  goblet — ho  swung  it  on  high, 

And  whirling,  it  fell  in  the  roar  of  the  tide; 
"  Dot  bring  back  that  goblet  again  to  my  eye, 
And  I  'il  hold  thee  the  dearest  that  rides  by  my 
side, 
And  thine  arms  shall  embrate  an  thy  bride,  I  de- 
cree, 
The  maiden  whose  pity  now  pleadeth  for  thee." 

In  his  heart,  as  he  listened,  there  leapt  the  wild 

joy— 

And  the  hope  and  the  love  through  his  eyes 
sjioke  in  flre, 
On  that  bloom,  ou  that  blush,  gazed,  delighted,  the 
boy ; 
The  maiden  she  faints  at  the  feet  of  her  sii-c! 
Here  the  guerdon  divine;  thei-e  the  danger  be- 
neath ; 
He  resolves! — To  the  strife  with  the  life  and  the 
death ! 

They  hear  the  load  surges  sweep  back  in  their 
swell; 
Their  coming  tlie  Ihiinder-sound  heralds  along! 
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Fond  eyes  yet  are  tracking  the  spot  where  he 

fell— 
They   come,   the   wild  waters,   in   tumult   and 

throng, 
Rearing  up  to  the  clitf — roaring  back  as  before; 
IJut  no  wave  ever  brought  the  lost  youth  to  the 

shore. 

From  the  German  of  JOHANN  C.  F.  SCHILLER. 


GOD'S   JUDGMENT   ON   A   WICKED 

lusuor. 

[Hatto,  Archbishop  of  Mentz,  in  the  year  914,  barbar- 
ously murdered  a  number  of  poor  people  to  prevent  their 
consuming  a  portion  of  the  food  during  that  year  of 
famine.  He  was  afterwards  devoured  by  rats  in  his  tower 
on  an  island  in  the  Khine. — Old  Legend.] 

The  summer  and  autumn  had  been  so  wet, 
That  in  winter  the  corn  was  growing  yet : 
'T  was  a  piteous  sight  to  see  all  around 
The  grain  lie  rotting  on  the  ground. 

Every  day  the  starving  poor 
Crowded  around  Bishop  Uatto's  door; 
For  he  had  a  plentiful  last-year's  store, 
And  all  the  neigliborhood  could  tell 
llis  granaries  were  furnished  well. 

At  last  Bishop  Hatto  appointed  a  day 

To  quiet  the  x>oor  without  delay; 

He  bade  them  to  his  great  barn  repair. 

And  they  should  have  food  for  the  winter  there. 

Rejoiced  the  tidings  good  to  hear, 

The  poor  folks  flocked  from  far  and  near; 
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The  gi-eat  barn  was  full  as  it  could  hold 

i  aud  children,  and  young  and  old. 


Then,  when  he  saw  it  could  hold  no  niofe, 
Bishop  llatto  he  made  fast  tli«  door; 
And  whilst  for  mercy  on  Christ  they  call. 
He  set  lire  to  the  barn,  and  burnt  them  all. 

"  I'  faith,  't  is  an  excellent  bonfire !  "  quoth  he ; 
"  And  the  country  is  gi'eatiy  obliged  to  me 
For  ridding  it,  in  these  times  forlorn, 
Of  rata  that  only  consume  the  cora." 

Ko  then  to  his  palace  returned  he. 

And  he  sate  down  to  supper  merrily, 

And  he  slept  that  night  lil^c  an  innocent  man; 

I!ut  Biahop  Hatto  never  slept  again. 

In  the  morning,  as  he  entPi-ed  the  hall, 
Whei-e  hia  picture  Lung  against  the  wall, 
A  sweat  like  death  all  over  him  came. 
For  the  rats  had  eaten  it  out  of  the  frame. 

As  he  looked,  there  came  a  man  from  bis  farm- 
He  had  a  countenance  white  with  alarm ; 
"  My  lord,  I  o])ened  your  granaries  this  morn. 
And  the  rata  bad  eaten  all  your  corn." 

Another  came  running  presently, 

And  lie  was  pale  aa  pale  could  be. 

"  Fly !  my  lord  bisbcip,  fly ! "  quoth  he, 

"  Ten  thousand  rats  aie  coming  tiiis  way, — 

The  Lord  forgive  yon  for  yesterday!" 
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"  I  '11  go  to  my  tower  in  the  Rhine,"  replied  he; 
'*  'T  is  the  safest  place  in  Germany, — 
The  walls  are  high,  and  the  shores  are  steep, 
And  the  tide  is  strong,  and  the  water  deep." 

Bishop  Hatto  fearfully  hastened  awa^^; 
And  he  crossed  the  Khine  without  delay. 
And  reached  his  tower,  and  barred  with  care 
All  the  windows,  doors,  and  loop-holes  there. 

lie  laid  him  down  and  closed  his  eves, 

But  soon  a  scream  made  him  arise ; 

lie  started,  and  saw  two  eyes  of  flame 

On  his  pillow,  from  whence  the  screaming  came. 

He  listened  and  looked, — it  was  only  the  cat; 
i^ut  the  bishop  he  grew  more  fearful  for  that, 
For  she  sate  screaming,  mad  with  fear. 
At  the  army  of  rats  that  were  drawing  near. 

For  they  have  swum  over  the  river  so  deep. 
And  they  have  climbed  the  shores  so  steep, 
And  now  by  thousands  up  they  crawl 
To  the  holes  and  the  windows  in  the  wall. 

Down  on  his  knees  the  bishop  fell. 

And  faster  and  faster  his  beads  did  he  tell, 

As  louder  and  louder,  drawing  near. 

The  saw  of  their  teeth  without  he  could  hear. 

And  in  at  the  windows,  and  in  at  the  door, 
And  through  the  walls,  hy  thousands  they  pour; 
And  down  from  the  ceiling  and  up  through  the 
floor, 
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From  the  right  anJ  the  left,  frODi  behind  and  be- 
fore, 

From  within  and  without,  fiom  above  and  be- 
low,— 

And  all  at  once  to  the  bishop  they  go. 

They  Laye  whetted  theii"  teeth  against  the  fltones, 
And  now  they  jjiek  the  bi8hoi>'8  bones; 
They  gnawed  the  llesh  from  every  limb, 
For  they  were  sent  to  do  judgment  on  him ! 

ROBGKT  SOUTHBY. 


COUNTESS   L.\.UEA. 

It  was  a  dreary  day  in  Padua. 

The  Counteaa  Laura,  for  a  single  year 

Fernando's  wife,  upon  her  bridal  bed, 

IJke  an  uprooted  lily  on  the  anow, 

The  withered  outcast  of  a  festival. 

Lay  dead.    She  died  of  some  uncertain  ill, 

That  struck  her  almost  on  her  wedding  day, 

Am]  clung  to  her,  and  dragged  her  slowly  down, 

Thinning  lier  cheeks  and  pinching  her  full  lips, 

Till  in  her  chance,  it  aeemed  that  with  a  year 

Full  half  a  century  was  overpast. 

In  vain  had  Paracelsus  taxed  his  art, 

And  feigned  a  knowledge  of  her  malady; 

In  vain  had  all  the  doctors,  far  and  near, 

Catliercd  around  the  mystery  of  hor  bed. 

Draining  lier  veins,  hor  husband's  ti-easury. 

And  physic's  jargon,  in  a  frnitless  quest 

For  causes  equal  to  tlie  dread  result. 
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The  Countess  only  smiled  when  they  were  gone, 

Hugged  her  fair  body  witli  her  little  hands, 

And  turned  upon  her  pillows  wearily, 

As  though  she  fain  would  sleep  no  common  sleep. 

But  the  long,  breathless  slumber  of  the  grave. 

She  hinted  nothing.    Feeble  as  she  was. 

The  rack  could  not  have  wrung  her  secret  out. 

The  Bishop,  when  he  shrived  her,  coming  forth. 

Cried,  in  a  voice  of  heavenly  ecstasy, 

"  O  blessed  soul !  with  nothing  to  confess 

Save  virtues  and  good  deeds,  which  she  mistakes — 

So  humble  is  she — for  our  human  sins ! '' 

Praying  for  death,  she  tossed  upon  her  bed 

Day  after  day ;  as  might  a  shipwrecked  bark 

That  rocks  upon  one  billow,  and  can  make 

No  onward  motion  towards  her  port  of  hope. 

At  length,  one  morn,  when  those  around  her  said, 

"  Surely  the  (Countess  mends,  so  fresh  a  light 

Beams  from  her  eyes  and  beautifies  her  face," — 

One  morn  in  spring,  when  every  flower  of  earth 

Was  opening  to  the  sun,  and  breathing  up 

Its  votive  incense,  her  impatient  soul 

Opened  itself,  and  so  exhaled  to  heaven. 

When  the  Count  heard  it,  he  reeled  back  a  pace; 

Then  turned  with  anger  on  the  messenger ; 

Then  craved  his  pardon,  and  wept  out  his  heart 

Before  the  menial ;  tears,  ah  me !  such  tears 

As  love  sheds  only,  and  love  only  once. 

Then  he  bethought  him,  "  Shall  this  wonder  die, 

And  leave  behind  no  shadow?  not  a  trace 

Of  all  the  glory  that  environed  her, 

That  mellow  nimbus  circling  round  my  star?" 

So,  with  his  sorrow  glooming  in  his  face, 
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He  paced  along  bis  gallery  of  art, 

And  strode  among  the  painters,  where  tliej  stood, 

With  Carlo,  tUe  Veuutian,  at  their  head, 

Studyiug  tlie  Masters  by  the  dawBiiig  light 

Of  hiB  transcendent  genius.    Through  the  groups 

Of  gayly  vestured  artists  moved  the  Count. 

As  some  loue  cloud  of  thick  and  leaden  hue, 

Packed  with  the  secret  of  a  coming  storm, 

Moves   through    the   gold    and   crimson   evening 

mists. 
Deadening  their  splendor.     In  a  moment  still 
Was  Carlo's  voice,  and  still  the  prattling  crowd; 
And  a  great  shadow  overwiielined  theiu  all. 
As  their  white  faces  and  their  auxious  eyes 
Pursued  Fernando  in  his  moody  walk. 
He  paused,  as  one  who  halauees  a  doubt, 
Weighing  two  coui-ses,  then  burst  out  with  this: 
"  Ve  all  have  seen  the  tidings  in  my  face; 
Or  has  the  dial  ceased  to  register 
The  workings  of  my  heart?    Then  hear  the  bell. 
That  almost  cracks  its  frame  in  nttei-ance; 
The   Countess,— she   is   dead!"   "Dead!"   Carlo 

groaned. 
And  if  a  bolt  from  middle  heaven  had  struck 
His  splendid  features  full  upon  the  brow. 
He  could  not  have  appeared  more  scathed  and 

blanched. 
"  Dead! — dead ! "     He    staggered    to    his    easel- 
frame. 
And  chinff  aioimd  it,  bufCefing  the  air 
With  one  wild  ana,  as  though  a  di-owning  man 
Ilunj;  to  a  sjiar  and  foujiht  against  the  waves. 
The  Count  resumed:   "  I  came  not  here  to  grieve, 
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Nor  see  my  sorrow  in  another's  eyes. 

Who  '11  paint  the  Countess,  as  she  lies  to-night 

In  state  within  the  chapel?    Shall  it  be 

That  earth  must  lose  her  wholly?  that  no  hint 

Of  her  gold  tresses,  beaming  eyes,  and  lips 

That  talked  in  silence,  and  the  eager  soul 

That  ever  seemed  outbreaking  through  her  clay. 

And  scattering  glory  round  it, — shall  all  these 

Be  dull  corruption's  heritage,  and  we. 

Poor  beggars,  have  no  legac}^  to  show 

That  love  she  bore  us?    That  were  shame  to  love, 

And  shame  to  you,  my  masters."    Carlo  stalked 

Forth  from  his  easel  stiffly  as  a  thing 

Moved  by  mechanic  impulse.    His  thin  lips. 

And  sharpened  nostrils,  and  wan,  sunken  cheeks, 

And  the  cold  glimmer  in  his  dusky  eyes. 

Made  him  a  ghastly  sight.    The  throng  drew  back 

As  though  they  let  a  spectre  through.    Then  he. 

Fronting  the  Count,  and  speaking  in  a  voice 

Sounding  remote  and  hollow,  made  reply: 

"  Count,   I  shall  paint  the  Countess.     'T  is  my 

fate, — 
Not  pleasure, — no,  nor  dut3\"    But  the  Count, 
Astray  in  woe,  but  understood  assent. 
Not  the  strange  words  that  bore  it ;  and  he  flung 
His  arm  round  Carlo,  drew  him  to  his  breast, 
And  kissed  his  forehead.    At  which  Carlo  shrank; 
Perhaps  't  was  at  the  honor.    Then  the  Count, 
A  little  reddening  at  his  public  state, — 
Unseemly  to  his  near  and  recent  loss, — 
Withdrew  in  haste  between  the  downcast  eyes 
That  did  him  reverence  as  he  rustled  by. 
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SigLt  fell  on  Padua.    In  tlie  diapel  lay 

The  (JuunteHa  Lniiru  at  tlip  altar's  foot. 

Her  coronet  glittered  on  her  pnllid  brows; 

A  crimson  pall,  weighed  down  with  goldeii  wfii'k, 

Sown  thick  with  pearls,  and  heajicd  with  early 

tiowors, 
Draped  her  still  body  almost  to  the  chin; 
And  over  all  a  thoasand  candles  flamed 
Against  the  wiuliing  jewels,  or  streamed  down 
The  marble  aisle,  and  Hashed  along  the  guard 
t)f  men-at-anus  that  slowly  wove  their  turns. 
Backward    and    forward,    through    the    dista&t 

gloom. 
When  Carlo  entered,  his  unsteady  feet 
ti^carcG  bore  him  to  the  altar,  and  his  head 
Urooped  down  so  low  that  all  his  shining  curls 
Poured  on  hia  hreast,  and  veiled  hif  countenance. 
Upon  his'easel  a  half-finished  work, 
The  seci-et  labor  of  his  studio, 
Said  froai  tlie  canvas,  so  that  none  mi^ht  err, 
"  I  am  the  Countess  Laura."  Carlo  kneeled, 
And  gazed  upon  the  picture;  as  if  thus, 
Through   those   clear  eyes,   he   saw   the   way   to 

heaven. 
Then  lie  arose ;  and  as  a  swimmer  comes 
Forth  from  the  waves,  he  shook  his  locks  aside, 
Emerging  from  his  dream,  and  standing  flmi 
Upon  a  purpose  with  bis  sovereign  will. 
He  took  his  jialetto,  murmuring,  "  Not  yet!  " 
Confidingly  and  softly  to  the  corpse. 
And  as  tht>  veriest  drudge,  who  pliPs  his  art 
Against  his  fancy,  ho  addressed  himself 
With  stolid  resolution  to  his  task. 
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Turning  his  vision  on  his  memory, 

And  shutting  out  the  present,  till  the  dead, 

The  gilded  pall,  the  lights,  the  pacing  guard, 

And  all  the  meaning  of  that  solemn  scene 

Became  as  nothing,  and  creative  Art 

Resolved  the  whole  to  chaos,  and  reformed 

The  elements  according  to  her  law : 

So  Carlo  wrought,  as  though  his  eye  and  hand 

Were    Heaven's    unconscious    instruments,    and 

worked 
The  settled  purpose  of  Omnipotence. 
And  it  was  wondrous  how  the  red,  the  white, 
The  ochre,  and  the  umber,  and  the  blue. 
From  mottled  blotches,  haz^-  and  opaque, 
Grew  into  rounded  forms  and  sensuous  lines; 
How  just  beneath  the  lucid  skin  the  blood 
Glimmered  with  warmth;  the  scarlet  lips  apart 
Bloomed  with  the  moisture  of  the  dews  of  life; 
How  the  light  glittered  through  and  underneath 
The  golden  tresses,  and  the  deep,  soft  eyes 
Became  intelligent  with  conscious  thought, 
And  somewhat  troubled  underneath  the  arch 
Of  eyebrows  but  a  little  too  intense 
For  perfect  beauty ;  how  the  pose  and  poise 
Of  the  lithe  figure  on  its  tiny  foot 
Suggested  life  just  ceased  from  motion;  so 
That  any  one  might  cry,  in  marvelling  joy, 
"  That  creature  lives, — has  senses,  mind,  a  soul 
To  win  God's  love  or  dare  hell's  subtleties !  " 
The  artist  paused.    The  ratifying  "  Good ! " 
Trembled  upon  his  lips.    He  saw  no  touch 
To  give  or  soften.    "  It  is  done,"  he  cried, — 
"  My  task,  my  duty !    Nothing  now  on  earth 
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Can  tauut  me  witli  a  work  left  unfulfllledl  " 
Tbe  lofty  llaiiie,  whii.-h  bore  him  uji  so  long, 
Uied  in  the  ashes  of  humanity; 
And  the  mere  man  rocked  to  and  fro  again 
Upon  the  centre  of  his  wavering  heart. 
He  put  aside  his  palette,  as  if  thus 
He  stepped  froni  sacred  veatments,  and  assumed 
A  mortal  function  in  the  oonimou  world. 
"Now   for   my   rights!"   he   muttered,   and   ap- 
proached 
The  uoble  body.    "  0  lily  of  the  world! 
So  withered,  yet  so  lovely !  what  wast  thou 
To  those  who  came  thus  near  thee^ — for  1  stood 
Without  the  pale  of  thy  half-royal  rank — 
Wheu  thou  waat  budding,  and  the  streams  of  life 
Made  eager  struggles  to  maintain  thy  bloom, 
And  gladdened  heaven  dropi^ed  down  in  giacioua 

dews 
On  its  transplanted  darling?    Hear  me  now! 
I  say  this  but  iu  justice,  not  in  pride, 
Not  to  insult  thy  high  nobility, 
But  that  the  poise  of  things  in  God's  own  sight 
May  t>u  adjusted;  and  hereafter  I 
JIny  urge  a  claim  that  all  the  powers  of  heaven 
Shall  sanction,  and  with  clarions  blow  abroad. — 
Laura  you  loved  me !    Look  uot  so  severe, 
With  your  cold  brows,  and  deadly,  dose-drawn 

lips! 
You  proved  it.  Countess,  when  you  died  for  it, — ■ 
T>^t  it  consume  you  in  the  wearing  strife 
It  fought  witli  duty  in  your  ravaged  heart. 
I  knew  it  ever  since  that  summer  day 
I  painted  Lilla,  the  pale  beggar's  child, 
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At  rest  beside  the  fountain ;  when  I  felt — 

O  Heaven! — the  warmth  and  moisture  of  your 

breath 
Blow  through  my  hair,  as  with  your  eager  soul — 
Forgetting  soul  and  body  go  as  one — 
You  leaned  across  my  easel  till  our  cheeks — 


Ah  me !  't  was  not  your  purpose — touched,  and 

clung! 
Well,  grant  't  was  genius;  and  is  genius  naught? 
I  ween  it  wears  as  proud  a  diadem — 
Here,  in  this  very  world — as  that  you  wear. 
A  king  has  held  my  palette,  a  grand-duke 
Has  picked  my  brush  up,  and  a  pope  has  begged 
The  favor  of  my  presence  in  his  Rome. 
I  did  not  go ;  I  put  my  fortune  by. 
I  need  not  ask  you  why :  you  knew  too  well. 
It  was  but  natural,  it  was  no  way  strange, 
That  I  should  love  you.    Everything  that  saw, 
Or  had  its  other  senses,  loved  you,  sweet. 
And  I  among  them.    Martyr,  holy  saint, — 
I  see  the  halo  curving  round  your  head, — 
I  loved  you  once;  but  now  I  worship  you, 
For  the  great  deed  that  held  my  love  aloof, 
And  killed  you  in  the  action !    I  absolve 
Your  soul  from  any  taint.    For  from  the  day 
Of  that  encounter  by  the  fountain-side 
Until  this  moment,  never  turned  on  me 
Those  tender  eyes,  unless  they  did  a  wrong 
To  nature  by  the  cold,  defiant  glare 
With  which  they  chilled  me.     Never  heard  I  word 
Of  softness  spoken  by  those  gentle  lips; 
Never  received  a  bountv  from  that  hand 

ft/ 

Which  gave  to  all  the  world.    I  know  the  cause. 


ITALY.  63 

You  did  jour  duty,-  -not  for  houoi'S  sate, 

Nor  to  save  sin,  or  suffering,  or  remorse, 

Or  all  the  ghosts  that  haunt  a  womao's  shame, 

But  for  the  sake  of  that  pure,  loyal  love 

Your  husband  bore  you.    Queen,  by  grace  of  God, 

I  bow  before  the  iuatre  of  your  throne! 

1  kiss  the  edges  of  your  garment-hem, 

.i.nd  hold  myself  euuobled !    Answer  me, — 

If  I  had  wronged  you,  you  would  answer  me 

Out  of  the  dusty  porches  of  the  tomb : — 

1b  this  a  dream,  a  falsehood?  or  have  I 

Spoken  the  very  truth?"     "The  very  truth!" 

A  voice  replied ;  and  at  hia  side  he  saw 

A  form,  half  shadow  and  half  substance,  stand, 

Or,  rather,  rest;  for  on  the  solid  earth 

It  had  no  footing,  more  than  some  dense  mist 

That  waves  o'er  the  surface  of  the  ground 

It  scarcely  touches,    \yith  a  reverent  look 

The  shadow's  waste  and  wretched  face  was  bent 

Above  the  picture;  aa  though  greater  awe 

Subdued  its  awful  being,  and  appalled. 

With  memories  of  terrible  delight 

And  fearful  wonder,  its  devouring  gaze. 

"  You  make  what  God  makes, — beauty,"  said  the 

shape. 
"  And  might  not  this,  this  second  Eve,  console 
The  emptiest  heart?    Will  not  this  thing  outlast 
The  fairest  creature  fashioned  in  the  tieah? 
Before  that  flgui'c,  Time,  and  Death  himself, 
Stand   baffled  and  disarmed.     What  would  you 

ask 
More  than  God's  power,  from  nothing  to  create?" 
The  artist  gazed  ui)ou  the  boding  form, 
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And  answered :  "  Goblin,  if  you  had  a  heart, 

That  were  an  idle  question.    What  to  me 

Is  my  creative  power,  bereft  of  love? 

Or  what  to  God  would  be  that  self-same  power, 

If    so    bereaved?"      "And    yet    the    love,    thus 

mourned, 
You  calmly  forfeited.    For  had  you  said 
To  living  Laura — in  her  burning  ears — 
One  half  that  you  professed  to  Laura  dead. 
She  would  have  been  your  own.    These  contraries 
Sort  not  with  my  intelligence.    But  speak. 
Were  Laura  living,  would  the  same  stale  play 
Of  raging  passion  tearing  out  its  heart 
Upon  the  rock  of  duty  be  performed  ?  " 
"  The  same,  O  phantom,  while  the  heart  I  bear 
Trembled,  but  turned  not  its  magnetic  faith 
From  God's  fixed  centre.''    "  If  I  wake  for  you 
This  Laura, — give  her  all  the  bloom  and  glow 
Of  that  midsummer  day  you  hold  so  dear, — 
The  smile,  the  motion,  the  impulsive  soul, 
The  love  of  genius, — yea,  the  very  love, 
The  mortal,  hungry,  passionate,  hot  love. 
She  bore  you,  flesh  to  flesh, — would  you  receive 
That  gift,  in  all  its  glory,  at  my  hands?  " 
A  smile  of  malice  curled  the  tempter's  lips, 
And  glittered  in  the  caverns  of  his  eyes, 
Mocking  the  answer.    Carlo  paled  and  shook ; 
A   woful    spasm    went    shuddering   through    his 

frame, 
Curdling  his  blood,  and  twisting  his  fair  face 
With  nameless  torture.    But  he  cried  aloud, 
Out  of  the  clouds  of  anguish,  from  the  smoke 
Of  very  martyrdom,  "  O  God,  she  is  thine ! 
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Do  with  her  at  thy  pleasure !  "    Something  grand, 

And  radiant  as  a  suubeiim,  touched  the  head. 

He  bent  in  awful  sorrow.    "  Mortal,  s 

■■  Dave  not  I    Ab  Christ  was  sinless,  I  abju: 

These  vile  abominations!    Shall  she  beai- 

Life's  burden  twice,  and  life's  temptations  twice, 

While  God  is  justice?"     "Who  has  made  you 

judge 
Of  what  jou  call  God's  good,  and  what  you  think 
God's  evil  ?    One  to  him,  the  source  of  both. 
The  God  of  good  and  of  permitted  ill. 
Have  you  no  dream  of  days  that  might  have  been, 
Had  you  and  Laura  filled  another  fate? — 
Borne  cottage  on  the  sloping  Apennines, 
Roses  and  lilies,  and  the  rest  all  love? 
I  tell  you  that  this  tranquil  dream  may  be 
Filled  to  i-epletion.    Speak,  and  in  the  shade 
Of  my  dark  pinions  I  shall  bear  you  hence, 
And  land  you  where  the  mountain-goat  himself 
Struggles  fur  footing."    He  outspread  his  wings, 
And  all  the  chapel  darkened,  as  though  hell 
Had  swallowed  up  the  tapers;  and  the  air 
Grew  thick,  and,  like  a  current  sensible, 
Flowed  round  the  ])erson,  with  a  wash  and  dash. 
As  of  the  waters  of  a  nether  sea. 
Slowly  and  calmly  through  the  dense  obscure, 
Dove-like  and  gentle,  rose  the  artist's  voice: 
"  I  dare  not  bring  her  spirit  to  that  shame! 
Know  my  full  meaning, — I  who  neither  fear 
Your  mystic  person  nor  your  dreadful  power. 
Nor  shall  I  now-  invoke  God's  potent  name 
For  my  deliverance  from  your  toils.    T  stand 
Upon  the  founded  structure  of  his  law, 
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Established  from  the  first,  and  thence  defy 
Your  arts,  reposing  all  my  trust  in  that ! " 
The  darkness  eddied  off ;  and  Carlo  saw 
The  figure  gathering,  as  from  outer  space, 
Brightness  on  brightness ;  and  his  former  shape 
Fell  from  him,  like  the  ashes  that  fall  off. 
And  show  a  core  of  mellow  fire  within. 
Adown  his  wings  there  poured  a  lambent  flood, 
That  seemed  as  molten  gold,  which  plashing  fell 
Upon  the  floor,  enringing  him  with  flame ; 
And  o'er  the  tresses  of  his  beaming  head 
Arose  a  stream  of  many-colored  light, 
Like  that  which  crowns  the  morning.    Carlo  stood 
Steadfast,  for  all  the  splendor,  reaching  up 
The  outstretched  palms  of  his  untainted  soul 
Towards  heaven  for  strength.     A  moment  thus; 

then  asked. 
With  reverential  wonder  quivering  through 
His  sinking  voice,  "  Who,  spirit,  and  what,  art 

thou  ? '' 
"  I  am  that  blessing  which  men  fly  from, — Death." 
^'  Then  take  my  hand,  if  so  God  orders  it ; 
For  Laura  waits  me."    "  But,  bethink  thee,  man, 
What  the  world  loses  in  the  loss  of  thee ! 
What  wondrous  art  will  suffer  with  eclipse! 
What  unwon  glories  are  in  store  for  thee! 
What    fame,    outreaching    time    and    temporal 

shocks. 
Would  shine  upon  the  letters  of  thy  name 
Graven  in  marble,  or  the  brazen  height 
Of  columns  wise  with  memories  of  thee ! " 
"  Take  me!     If  I  outlived  the  Patriarchs, 
I  could  but  paint  those  features  o'er  and  o'er: 
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Lo!  that  is  done."    A  smile  uf  pity  lit 

The  seraph's  features,  as  he  looked  to  heaven, 

With  deep  inquiry  in  his  tender  eyes. 

The  mandate  came.    He  touched  with  downj  wing 

The  sufferer  lightly  on  hia  aching  heart ; 

And  gently,  as  the  skylark  settles  down 

Upon  the  clnstered  treasui-os  of  her  nest, 

So  Carlo  softly  slid  along  the  prop 

Of  his  tall  easel,  nestling  at  the  foot 

As  though  he  alumbc'red;  and  the  morning  broke 

In  silver  whiteness  over  Padua. 


OTHELLO'S   REMORSE. 

FROM   "  OTDELLO,"   ACT  V.   SC,  2. 

Beuold,  I  have  a  weapon ; 
A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh;  I  have  seen  the  day. 
That,  with  this  little  arm  and  this  good  sword, 
I  have  made  my  way  through  moi-e  iiupedimentH 
Than  twenty  times  your  stop: — but,  O  vain  boast! 
Who  can  control  his  fate?  't  is  not  so  now. — 
lie  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see  me  weaponed; 
Iloi'e  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt, 
And  very  sea-raai'l;  of  my  utmost  sail. 
Do  you  go  back  dismayed?  't  is  a  lost  fear; 
Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast, 
And  he  retires : — where  should  Othello  go? — 
Sow,   how   dost   thou   look   now?     O   ill-starred 

wench ! 
Pale  as  thy  smock!  when  we  shall  meet  at  compt, 
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This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.    Cold,  cold,  my  girl? 
Even  like  thy  chastity — O,  cursM  slave ! — 
Whip  me,  ye  devils, 

From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 
Blow  me  about  in  winds !  roast  me  in  sulphur ! 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire! — 
O  Desdemona!   Desdemona!   dead?   O!   O! 

SHAKESPEARE. 


THE  TRIAL  OF  BEATRICE. 

FROM    "  THE   CENCI,"   ACT   V. 

Scene  II. — A  Hall  of  Justice,  Camillo, 
Judges,  etc.,  are  discovered  seated;  Marzio  is 
led  in. 

First  Judge. — Accused,  do  you  persist  in  your 
denial? 
I  ask  you,  are  you  innocent,  or  guilty? 
I  demand  who  were  the  participators 
In   your  offence?     Speak   truth   and   the  whole 
truth. 
Marzio. — My  God !    I  did  not  kill  him ;  I  know 
nothing; 
Olimpio  sold  the  robe  to  me  from  which 
You  would  infer  my  guilt. 

Second  Judge. — Away  with  him! 
First  Judge. — Dare  you,  with  lips  yet  white 
from  the  rack's  kiss 
Speak  false?    Is  it  so  soft  a  questioner, 
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That  .you  wonid  bnndy  lovers'  talk  with  it 
Till  it  wind  out  your  life  and  soul?    Away! 

Marzio. — Spare  me!    0,  spare!    I  will  confess. 

FiKST  JuiiGK. — Then  speak. 

Mabzio. — I  strangled  him  in  hia  sleep. 

FiiiST  Jddge. — Who  urged  you  to  it? 

Mabzio. — His  own  son,  Giacomo,  and  the  young 
prelate 
Orsiiio  sent  me  to  Petrella;  there 
The  ladies  Beatrice  and  Lucretia 
Tempted  me  with  a  thousand  crowns,  and  I 
And  my  companion  forthwith  murdered  him. 
Now  let  me  die. 

FiBST   JuDCE, — This  sounds  as  bad   as   truth. 
Guards,  there. 
Lead  forth  the  prisoner ! 
Enter  Lucretia,  Beatrice,  and  Giacomo.  guarded. 

Look  upon  this  man; 
When  did  you  see  him  last? 

Beatrice. — ^We  never  saw  him. 

Marzio. — Yon  know  me  too  well,  Lady  Beatrice, 

Beatrice. — I  know  thee!    How?  where?  when? 

Marzio. — You  know  'twas  I 
Whom  you  did  urge  with  menaces  and  bribea 
To  kill  your  father.    When  the  thing  was  done 
You  clothed  me  in  a  robe  of  woven  gold 
And  bade  me  thrive:  how  I  have  thriven,  you  see. 
You,  my  Lord  Giacomo,  Lady  Lucretia, 
You  know  that  what  T  sjjeak  is  true. 
(Beatrice  advances  towards  him;  he  covers  Ms 
face,  and  shrinl's  had:) 
O,  dart 
The  terrible  resentment  of  those  eyes 
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On  the  dead  earth !    Turn  them  away  from  me ! 
They  wound :  •'t  was  torture  forced  the  truth.    My 

Lords, 
Having  said  this  let  me  be  led  to  death. 

Beatrice. — Poor  wretch,  I  pity  thee:  yet  stay 

awhile. 
Camillo. — Guards,  lead  him  not  away. 
Beatrice. — Cardinal  Camillo, 
You  have  a  good  repute  for  gentleness 
And  wisdom:  can  it  be  that  you  sit  here 
To  countenance  a  wicked  farce  like  this? 
When    some    obscure    and    trembling    slave    is 

dragged 
From  sufferings  which  might  shake  the  sternest 

heart 
And  bade  to  answer,  not  as  he  believes, 
But  as  those  may  suspect  or  do  desire 
Whose  questions  thence  suggest  their  own  reply: 
And  that  in  peril  of  such  hideous  torments 
As  merciful  God  spares  even  the  damned.    Speak 

now 
The  thing  you  surely  know,  which  is  that  you. 
If  your  fine  frame  were  stretched  upon  that  wheel, 
And  you  were  told :  ''  Confess  that  you  did  poison 
Your  little  nephew ;  that  fair  blue-eyed  child 
Who  wJis  the  lodestar  of  your  life:  " — and  tho' 
All  see,  since  his  most  swift  and  piteous  death, 
That  day  and  night,  and  heaven  and  earth,  and 

time 
And  all  the  things  hoped  for  or  done  therein 
Are  changed  to  you,  thro'  your  exceeding  grief, 
Yet  you  would  say,  "  I  confess  anything:  " 
And  beg  from  your  tormentors,  like  that  slave, 
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Tlie  refuge  of  dishonoraljle  death. 

1  praj  thee,  Cardinal,  that  tLou  assert 

My  innocence, 

Camillo  {much  moved). — Wliat  shall  we  think, 
my  Lords? 
Shame  on  these  tears!     I  thonght  the  heart  was 

frozen 
Which  is  theii"  fountain.     I  would  pledge  my  soul 
That  she  is  guiltless. 

JuDOE, — Vet  she  must  be  tortarcd. 

Camillo. — I  would  as  soon  have  tortuied  mine 
own  nephew 
(If  he  now  lived  he  would  be  just  her  age; 
His  hair,  too,  was  her  color,  and  his  eyes 
Like  hers  iu  shape,  hut  blue  and  not  so  deep) 
As  that  most  perfect  image  of  God's  love 
That  ever  came  sorrowing  upon  the  earth. 
She  is  as  jiure  as  speechless  infancy! 

Judge. — Well,  be  her  purify  ou  your  head,  my 
Lord. 
If  you  forbid  the  rack.    His  Holiness 
Enjoined  us  to  pursue  this  monstrous  crime 
By  the  severest  forms  of  law ;  nay  even 
To  stretch  a  point  against  the  criminals. 
The  prisoners  stand  accused  of  parricide 
Upon  such  evidence  as  justifies 
Torture. 

Be.\trice. — What  evidence?    This  man's? 

Jl'dge. — Even  so. 

Beatrice  {to  Mauzio). — Come  near.     And  who 
art  thou  thus  chosen  fortJi 
Out  of  the  multitude  of  living  men 
To  kill  the  inooceut? 
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Marzio — I  am  Marzio, 
Thy  father's  vassal. 

Beatrice. — Fix  thine  eyes  on  mine; 
Answer  to  what  I  ask. 

(Turning  to  the  Judges.) 

I  prithee  mark 

His  countenance :  unlike  bold  calumny 

Which  sometimes  dares  not  speak  the  thing  it 

looks, 
He  dares  not  look  the  thing  he  speaks,  but  bends 
His  gaze  on  the  blind  earth. 

{To  Marzio.)     What!  wilt  thou  say 
That  I  did  murder  my  own  father? 

Marzio. — Oh ! 
Spare  me!    My  brain  swims  round  ...  I  can- 
not speak  .    .    . 
It  was  that  horrid  torture  forced  the  truth. 
Take  me  away !    Let  her  not  look  on  me ! 
I  am  a  guilty  miserable  wretch ; 
I  have  said  all  I  know ;  now,  let  me  die ! 

Beatrice. — My  Lords,  if  by  my  nature  I  had 
been 
So  stern,  as  to  have  planned  the  crime  alleged, 
Which  your  suspicions  dictate  to  this  slave, 
And  the  rack  makes  him  utter,  do  you  think 
I  should  have  left  this  two-edged  instrument 
Of  my  misdeed;  this  man,  this  bloody  knife 
With  my  own  name  engraven  on  the  heft, 
Lying  unsheathed  amid  a  world  of  foes, 
For  my  own  death?  That  with  such  horrible  need 
For  deepest  silence,  I  should  have  neglected 
So  trivial  a  precaution,  as  the  making 
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Hia  tomb  the  keeper  of  a  secret  written 

On  a  thief's  memory?    What  is  his  poor  life? 

What  are  a  thousand  lives?     A  parricide 

Had  trampled  them  like  dust;  and,  see,  he  lives! 

{Turning  to  Marzio.)     And  tliou  .    ,    . 

Marzio.— Oh,  spare  me!  Speak  to  me  no  morel 
That  stem  yet  piteous  look,  those  solemn  tones, 
Wound  worse  than  torture, 

{To  the  Judges.)     I  have  told  it  all; 
For  pity's  sake  lead  me  away  to  death, 

Camillo. — Guards,  lead  him  nearer  the  Lady 
Beatrice ; 
He  shrinks  from  her  regard  like  autumn's  leaf 
From  the  keen  breath  of  the  serenest  north. 

Beatrice. — 0  thou  who  tremblest  on  the  giddy 
verge 
Of  life  and  death,  pause  ere  thou  answerest  me; 
So  mayst  thou  answer  God  with  less  dismay: 
What  evil  have  we  done  thee?    I,  alas! 
Have  lived  hut  ou  this  earth  a  few  sad  years 
And  so  my  lot  was  ordered,  that  a  father 
First  turned  the  moments  of  awakening  life 
To  drops,  each  poisoning  youth's  sweet  hope ;  and 

then 
Stabbed  with  one  blow  my  everlasting  aoul ; 
And  my  untainted  fame ;  and  even  that  peace 
Which  sleeps  within  the  core  of  the  heart's  heart; 
But  the  wound  was  not  mortal ;  so  my  hate 
Became  the  only  worship  I  could  lift 
To  our  great  Father,  who  in  pity  and  love, 
Armed  thee,  as  thou  dost  say,  to  cut  him  off; 
And  thus  his  wrong  becomes  my  accusation; 
And  art  thou  the  accuser?    If  thou  hopest 
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Mercy  in  heaven,  show  justice  upon  earth : 

Worse  than  a  bloody  hand  is  a  hard  heart. 

If  thou  hast  done  murders,  made  thy  life's  path 

Over  the  trampled  laws  of  God  and  man. 

Rush  not  before  thy  Judge,  and  say :  "  My  maker, 

I  have  done  this  and  more ;  for  there  was  one 

Who  was  most  pure  and  innocent  on  earth ; 

And  because  she  endured  what  never  any 

Guilty  or  innocent  endured  before : 

Because    her    wrongs    could    not    be    told,    not 

thought ; 
Because  thy  hand  at  length  did  rescue  her; 
I  with  my  words  killed  her  and  all  her  kin." 
Think,  I  adjure  you,  what  it  is  to  slay 
The  reverence  living  in  the  minds  of  men 
Towards  our  ancient  house,  and  stainless  fame ! 
Think  what  it  is  to  strangle  infant  pity, 
Cradled  in  the  belief  of  guileless  looks. 
Till  it  become  a  crime  to  suffer.    Think 
What 't  is  to  blot  with  infamy  and  blood 
All  that  which  shows  like  innocence,  and  is, 
Hear  me,  great  God!  I  swear,  most  innocent, 
So  that  the  world  lose  all  discrimination 
Between  the  sly,  fierce,  wild  regard  of  guilt, 
And  that  which  now  compels  thee  to  reply 
To  what  I  ask :  Am  I,  or  am  I  not 
A  parricide? 

Marzio. — Thou  art  not ! 

Judge.— What  is  this? 

Marzio. — I  here  declare  those  whom  I  did  ac- 
cuse 
Are  innocent.    'T  is  I  alone  am  guilty. 

Judge.— Drag  him  away  to  torments;  let  them 
be 
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Rubtle  and  long  drawn  out,  to  tear  the  folds 
Of  tlie  heart's  iuuiost  tell.  Unbind  him  not 
Till  he  confess. 

Marzio. — Torture  me  as  ye  will : 
A  keener  pain  has  wrung  a  higher  truth 
Prom  my  last  breath.    She  is  most  innocent ! 
BloodhoundH,  not  men,  glut  yourselves  well  with 

me; 
I  will  not  give  you  that  fine  piece  of  nature 
To  rend  and  ruin. 

(i'jj't  Marzio,  guarded.) 
CiwiLLO. — What  say  ye  now,  my  Lords? 
Judge. — Let  tortures  strain  the  ti-utU  till  it  be 
white 
As  snow  thrite  sifted  by  the  frozen  wind. 
Camillo. — Yet  stained  with  blood. 
Judge    (to  Beatricc). — Know  you  this  paper, 

Lady? 
Bbatbicg. — Entrap  me  not  with  questions,  \\1io 
stands  here 
As  my  aci-user?    Ha!  wilt  thou  be  he, 
Who  art  my  judge?    Accuser,  witness,  judge. 
What,  all  in  one?     Here  is  Orsino's  name; 
Where  is  Orsino?    r>et  bis  eye  meet  mine. 
What  means   this  scrawl?     Alas  I  ye  know  not 

what, 
And  therefore  on  the  cbanoe  that  it  may  be 
Some  evil,  will  ye  kill  us? 

(Enter  an  Officer.) 
OFFincn. — Marzio's  dead. 
J[;iioi;.— What  did  he  say? 
O [■■[■■  I ri-];. — Notliing.     As  soon  as  wp 
Uad  bound  liini  ou  the  wheel,  he  smiled  on  us, 
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As  one  who  baffles  a  deep  adversary ; 
And  holding  his  breath,  died. 

Judge. — There  remains  nothing 
But  to  apply  the  question  to  those  prisoners, 
Who  yet  remain  stubborn. 

Camillo. — I  overrule 
Further  proceedings,  and  in  the  behalf 
Of  these  most  innocent  and  noble  persons 
Will  use  my  interest  with  the  Holy  Father. 

Judge. — Let  the  Pope's  pleasure  then  be  done. 
Meanwhile 
Conduct  these  culprits  each  to  separate  cells; 
And  be  the  engines  ready :  for  this  night 
If  the  Pope's  resolution  be  as  grave, 
Pious,  and  just  as  once,  I  '11  wring  the  truth 
Out  of  those  nerves  and  sinews,  groan  by  groan. 

{Exeunt.) 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY. 


FRA   GIACOMO. 

Alas,  Fra  Giacomo, 

Too  late! — ^but  follow  me; 
Hush !  draw  the  curtain, — so ! — 

She  is  dead,  quite  dead,  you  see. 
Poor  little  lady !  she  lies 
With  the  light  gone  out  of  her  eyes, 
But  her  features  still  wear  that  soft 

Gray  meditative  expression. 
Which  vou  must  have  noticed  oft. 

And  admired  too,  at  confession. 
How  saintly  she  looks,  and  how  meek ! 
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Though  this  be  the  chaiiibGr  of  death, 

I  fancy  1  feel  her  breatli 
As  I  kiss  Ler  ou  the  cheek. 
With  that  pensive  religiuus  face, 
Khe  has  gone  to  a  holier  place ! 
And  I  hardly  appreciated  her, — 

Her  praying,  fasting,  confeBsing, 
Poorly,  I  own,  I  mated  her; 
1  thought  her  too  cold,  and  rated  her 

For  her  endless  image-caressiag. 
Too  saintly  for  me  by  far, 
As  pure  and  as  cold  as  a  star, 

Kot  fashioned  for  kissing  and  pressing,- 
But  made  for  a  heaTCnly  crown. 
Ay,  father,  let  us  go  down, — 

But  first,  if  you  please,  your  blessing. 

Wine?    No?    Come,  come,  you  must! 

You  'II  bless  it  with  your  prayers, 
And  quaff  a  cup,  I  trust, 

To  the  health  of  the  saint  up  stairs? 
My  heart  is  aching  so ! 

And  I  feel  so  weary  and  sad. 

Through  the  blow  that  1  have  had,^ 
You  'II  sit,  Fra  Giacomo? 
My  friend!  (and  a  friend  I  rank  you 

For  the  sake  of  that  saint,) — nay,  nay! 

Here  's  the  wine, — as  you  love  me,  stay!— 
'T  is  Moutepulciuno  I— Thank  you. 

Heigh-ho!     'T  is  now  six  summers 

Since  I  won  that  angel  and  married  her : 
I  was  rich,  not  old,  and  carried  her 
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Off  in  the  face  of  all  comers. 

So  fresh,  yet  so  brimming  with  soul ! 

A  tenderer  morsel,  I  swear, 
Never  made  the  dull  black  coal 

Of  a  monk's  eye  glitter  and  glare. 

Your  pardon  ! — nay,  keep  your  chair ! 
I  wander  a  little,  but  mean 
No  offence  to  the  gray  gaberdine; 
Of  the  church,  Fra  Giacomo, 
I  'm  a  faithful  upholder,  you  know. 
But  (humor  me!)  she  was  as  sweet 

As  the  saints  in  your  convent  windows, 
So  gentle,  so  meek,  so  discreet. 

She  knew  not  what  lust  does  or  sin  doeSo 
I  '11  confess,  though,  before  w6  were  one, 

I  deemed  her  less  saintly,  and  thought 

The  blood  in  her  veins  had  caught 
Some  natural  warmth  from  the  sun. 
I  was  wrong, — I  was  blind  as  a  bat, — 

Brute  that  I  was,  how  1  blundered ! 
Though  such  a  mistake  as  that 
Might  have  occurred  as  j)at 

To  ninety-nine  men  in  a  hundred. 
Yourself,  for  example?  you've  seen  her? 
Spite  her  modest  and  pious  demeanor, 
And  the  manners  so  nice  and  precise. 

Seemed  there  not  color  and  light. 

Bright  motion  and  appetite. 
That  were  scarcely  consistent  with  icef 
Externals  implying,  you  see, 

Internals  less  saintlv  than  human? — 
Pray  speak,  for  between  you  and  me 

You  're  not  a  bad  judge  of  a  woman ! 
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A  jest, — but  a  jest! — Yf-Ty  true: 

'T  is  hardly  bucoiiiiog  tu  jeat, 

AbiI  tUat  saint  up  stairs  at  rest, — 
Her  Boul  may  be  listening,  too! 
I  was  always  a  brute  of  a  fellow ! 
Well  may  your  visage  turn  yellow, — 
To  think  liow  I  doubted  and  doubted, 
Suspected,  grumbled  at,  Jiouted 
Tliat  golden-Ii aired  angel, — and  solely 
Because  she  was  zealous  and  holy  1 
Noon  and  night  and  niorn 

She  de\-oted  heraelf  to  piety; 
Mot  that  she  seemed  to  scorn 

Or  dislike  her  husband's  society; 
But  the  claims  of  her  aoid  superseded 
All  that  I  asked  for  or  needed, 
And  her  thoughts  were  far  away 
From  the  level  of  sinful  clay, 
And  she  trembled  if  earthly  matters 
Interfered  with  her  ores  and  palvrs. 
Poor  dove,  she  so  fluttered  in  flying 

Above  the  dim  vapors  of  hell — 
Bent  on  self-sanctifying — 
That  she  never  thought  of  trying 

To  save  her  husband  as  well. 
And  while  she  was  duly  elected 

For  ]>lace  in  the  heavenly  roll, 
I  (brute  that  I  was!)  suspected 

Her  manner  of  saving  her  soul. 
So,  half  for  the  fun  of  the  thing. 
What  did  I  iblas]>hen'.er!)  but  fling 
On  my  shoulders  (he  gown  of  a  monk — 

\\'liom  I  managed  for  that  very  day 
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To  get  safely  out  of  the  way — 
And  seat  me,  half  sober,  half  drunk, 
With  the  cowl  thrown  over  my  face. 
In  the  father  confessor's  place. 
Eheu!  henedicitel 
In  her  orthodox  sweet  simplicity, 
With  that  pensive  gray  expression. 
She  sighfully  knelt  at  confession, 
While  I  bit  my  lips  till  they  bled. 

And  dug  my  nails  in  my  hand. 
And  heard  with  averted  head 

What  I  'd  guessed  and  could  understand. 
Each  word  was  a  serpent's  sting, 

But,  wrapt  in  my  gloomy  gown, 
I  sat,  like  a  marble  thing, 

As  she  told  me  all ! — Sit  down  ! 

More  wine,  Fra  Giacomo ! 
One  cup, — if  you  love  me!    No? 
What,  have  these  dry  lips  drank 
So  deep  of  the  sweets  of  pleasure — 


Stih  rosa,  but  quite  without  measure — 
That  Montepulciano  tastes  rank? 
Come,  drink !  't  will  bring  the  streaks 
Of  crimson  back  to  your  cheeks; 
Come,  drink  again  to  the  saint 
Whose  virtues  you  loved  to  paint. 
Who,  stretched  on  her  wifely  bed. 
With  the  tender,  grave  expression 
You  used  to  admire  at  confession. 
Lies  poisoned,  overhead ! 

Sit  still, — or  by  heaven,  you  die! 
Face  to  face,  soul  to  soul,  you  and  I 
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Have  settled  aecounts,  in  a  fine 
Pleasant  fasUion,  over  our  wine. 
Stir  not,  and  seek  not  lo  flj,— 
Hay,  whether  or  not,  you  are  mine! 
Thank  Montepulciaoo  for  giving 

You  death  in  such  delicate  sips; 
'T  is  not  every  monk  ceases  living 

With  80  pleasant  a  taste  on  his  lips; 
But,  lest  Montepuk'iano  unsureij  sliould  kiss, 

Take  this!  and  this!  andthisi 

Cover  him  over,  Pietro, 

And  burj  him  in  the  court  below.— 

You  can  ha  secret,  lad,  1  know! 

And,  Iiark  you,  then  to  the  convent  go, — 

Bid  every  bell  of  the  convent  toll, 

And  the  monks  say  mass  for  your  mistress'  soul. 

EOBGttT  BUCHANAN. 


GINEVRA. 

If  thou  shouldst  ever  come  by  choice  or  chance 
To  Modena,  where  still  religiously 
Aiiioug  ber  ancient  trophies  is  preserved 
Bologna's  bucket  (in  its  chain  it  hangs 
Within  that  reverend  tower,  the  Guirlandina), 
Stop  at  a  palace  near  the  Reggio  gate, 
Dwelt  in  of  old  by  one  of  the  Orsini. 
Its  noble  gardens,  terrace  above  terrace, 
Anil  rich  in  fountains,  statues,  cypresses, 
Will  long  detain  tlieP:tlirough  their  arched  walks, 
Dim  at  noonday,  discovering  many  a  glimpse 
Of  kuiglits  and  dames,  such  as  in  old  romance. 
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And  lovers,  such  as  in  heroic  song, 
Perhaps  the  two,  for  groves  were  their  delight, 
That  in  the  springtime,  as  alone  they  sat. 
Venturing  together  on  a  tale  of  love, 
Eead  only  part  that  day. — ^A  summer  sun 
Sets  ere  one  half  is  seen ;  but  ere  thou  go. 
Enter  the  house — prythee,  forget  it  not — 
And  look  awhile  upon  a  picture  there. 

'T  is  of  a  Lady  in  her  earliest  youth. 
The  last  of  that  illustrious  race ; 
Done  by  Zampieri — but  I  care  not  whom. 
He  who  observes  it,  ere  he  passes  on. 
Gazes  his  fill,  and  comes  and  comes  again. 
That  he  may  call  it  up  when  far  away. 

She  sits  inclining  forward  as  to  speak. 
Her  lips  half  open,  and  her  finger  up, 
As  though  she  said  "  Beware !  '^  her  vest  of  gold 
Broidered  with  flowers,  and  clasped  from  head  to 

foot. 
Aft  emerald  stone  in  every  golden  clasp ; 
And  on  her  brow,  fairer  than  alabaster, 
A  coronet  of  pearls.    But  then  her  face, 
So  lovely,  yet  so  arch,  so  full  of  mirth. 
The  overflowings  of  an  innocent  heart, — 
It  haunts  me  still,  though  many  a  year  has  fled, 
Like  some  wild  melody ! 

Alone  it  hangs 
Over  a   moldering  heirloom,  its  companion. 
An  oaken  chest,  half  eaten  by  the  worm. 
But  richly  carved  by  Antony  of  Trent 
With  Scripture  stories  from  the  life  of  Christ; 
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A  chest  that  came  from  Venice,  and  had  held 
The  ducal  robes  of  some  old  Aucestor, 
That,  by  the  way — it  may  be  true  or  false — 
But  don't  forget  the  pitture;  and  thou  wilt  not 
■When  thou  hast  heard  the  tale  they  told  me  there. 

She  was  an  only  child ;  from  infancy 
The  joy,  the  pride,  of  an  indulgent  Sire; 
Her  Slother  dying  of  the  gift  she  gave, 
That  pi-ecious  gift,  what  else  remained  to  him? 
The  young  Ginevra  was  his  all  in  life, 
Still  as  she  grew,  for  ever  in  hia  sight; 
And  in  her  fifteenth  year  became  a  bride, 
Marrying  an  only  son,  Francesco  Doria, 
Her  playmate  from  her  birth,  and  her  first  love- 
Just  as  she  looks  there  in  her  bridal  dress, 
She  was  all  gentleuoas,  all  gayety. 
Her  pranks  the  favorite  theme  of  every  tongue. 
But  now  the  day  was  conic,  the  day,  the  hour; 
Now,  frowning,  smiling,  for  the  hundredth  time. 
The  nurse,  that  ancient  lady,  preached  decorum; 
And,  in  the  lustre  of  her  youth,  she  gave 
Her  hand,  with  her  heart  iu  it,  to  Francesco. 

Great  was  the  joy ;  but  at  the  Bridal-feast, 
When  all  sate  down,  the  bride  was  wanting  there, 
Nor  was  she  to  be  found!    Her  Father  cried, 
'"T  is  hut  to  make  a  trinl  of  our  love!  " 
And  filled  his  glass  to  all;  but  his  hand  shook, 
And  soon  from  guest  to  guest  the  panic  spread. 
'T  was  but  that  instant  she  bad  left  Francesco, 
Laughing  and  looking  back,  .ind  flying  still, 
Her  ivory  tooth  imjirinted  on  hia  finger. 


84  POEMS  OF  TRAGEDY. 

But  now,  alas,  she  was  not  to  be  found ; 

Nor  from  that  hour  could  anything  be  guessed, 

But  that  she  was  not ! 

Weary  of  his  life, 
Francesco  flew  to  Venice,  and,  forthwith. 
Flung  it  away  in  battle  with  the  Turk. 
Orsini  lived, — and  long  iiiightst  thou  have  seen 
An  old  man  wandering  as  in  quest  of  something, 
Something  he  could  not  find,  he  knew  not  what. 
When  he  was  gone,  the  house  remained  awhile 
fc:^ileut  and  tenantless, — then  went  to  strangers. 

Full  fifty  years  were  past,  and  all  forgot. 
When,  on  an  idle  day,  a  day  of  search 
Mid  the  old  lumber  in  the  Gallery, 
That    moldering   chest    was  noticed ;  and  't  was 

said 
By  one  as  young,  as  thoughtless  as  Ginevra, 
"  Why  not  remove  it  from  its  lurking-place?  " 
'T  was  done  as  soon  as  said ;  but  on  the  way 
It  burst,  it  fell ;  and  lo,  a  skeleton. 
With  here  and  there  a  pearl,  an  emerald  stone, 
A  golden  clasp,  clasping  a  shred  of  gold ! 
All  else  had  perished, — save  a  nuptial-ring. 
And  a  small  seal,  her  mother's  legac}'. 
Engraven  with  a  name,  the  name  of  both, 
"  Ginevra." 

There  then  had  she  found  a  grave ! 
Within  that  chest  had  she  concealed  herself. 
Fluttering  with  joy,  the  happiest  of  the  happy ; 
When  a  spring-lock,  that  lay  in  ambush  there, 
Fastened  her  down  for  ever ! 

SAMUEL   ROGERS. 


BERNARDO   DEL   CARPIO. 

The  warrior  bowed  his  ci-ested  head,  and  tamed 
hiB  heart  of  fire, 

And  sued  the  haughtj  king  to  free  Uia  long-im- 
prisoned sire; 

"  I  bring  tbee  here  m,v  fortress  keys,  I  bring  my 
captive  train, 

I  pledge  tUee  faith,  mj  liege,  my  lui-d! — oh,  break 
my  father's  chain ! " 

"  Rise,  rise !  even  now  thy  father  comes,  a  ran- 
somed man  this  day; 

Mount  thy  good  horse,  and  thou  and  I  will  meet 
him  on  hia  way." 

Then  lightly  rose  that  loyal  son,  and  bounded  on 
his  steed, 

And  urged,  as  if  with  lance  in  rest,  the  charger's 
foamy  speed. 

And  lo!  from  far,  aa  on  they  pressed,  there  came 

a  glittering  band, 
With  one  that  'midst  them  stately  rode,  as  a  leader 

in  the  land; 
"  Now  haste,  Bernardo,  haste !  for  there,  in  very 

truth,  is  he. 
The  father  whom  thy  faithful  heart  hath  yearned 

so  long  to  see," 

His  dark  eye  flashed,  his  proud  breast  heaved,  his 

cheek's  blood  can;e  and  went; 
np  reached  that  gray-haired  chieftain's  side,  and 

there,  dismounting,  bent ; 
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A  lowly  knee  to  earth  he  bent,  his  father's  hand 

he  took, — 
What  was  there  in  its  touch  that  all  his  fiery 

spirit  shook? 

That  hand  was  cold, — a  frozen  thing, — it  dropped 

from  his  like  lead, — 
He  looked  up  to  the  face  above, — the  face  was  of 

the  dead ! 
A  plume  waved  o'er  the  noble  brow, — the  brow 

was  fixed  and  white; — 
He  met  at  last  his  father's  eyes, — but  in  them  was 

no  sight! 

Up  from  the  ground  he  sprung,  and  gazed,  but 

who  could  paint  that  gaze? 
They  hushed  their  very  hearts,  that  saw  its  horror 

and  amaze ; 
They  might  have  chained  him,  as  before  that  stony 

form  he  stood. 
For  the  power  was  stricken  from  his  arm,  and 

from  his  lip  the  blood. 

"  Father !  "  at  length  he  murmured  low,  and  wept 

like  childhood  then : 
Talk  not  of  grief  till  thou  hast  seen  the  tears  of 

warlike  men! 
He  thought  on  all  his  glorious  hopes,  and  all  his 

young  renown ; 
He  flung  the  falchion  from  his  side,  and  in  the 

dust  sate  down. 

Then   covering  with   his   steel-gloved   hands  his 

darklv  mournful  brow, — 
"  No  more,  there  is  no  more,"  he  said,  "  to  lift  the 

sword  for  now ; 
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My  king  is  false,  ay  hope  betrayed ;  my  fatUer— 

oh !  the  worth, 

The  glory,  and  the  loveliness,  are  passed  away 

from  earth ! 

"  I  thought  to  stand  where  bauners  waved,  my 

sire !  beside  thee  yet, 

I  would  that  there  our  kindred  blood  on  Spain's 

free  soil  had  met! 

Thou  wouldst  have  known  my  spirit  theu ;  for  thee 

my  tielda  were  won; 

And  thou  hast  perished  in  tby  chains,  as  though 

thou  hadfit  no  son !  " 

Then,  starting  from   the  ground  once  more,  he 

1 

seized  the  monarch's  rein, 

Amidet  the  pale  and  wildered  looks  of  all  the 

courtier  train; 

J 

And  with  a  fierce  o'ermastering  grasp,  the  raging 

] 

war-horse  led. 

( 

And  sternly  set  them  face  to  face,— the  king  be- 

-3 

fore  the  dead! 
"  Came  I  not  forth  upon  thy  pledge,  my  father's 

hand  to  kiss? 
Be  still,  and  gaze  thou  on,  false  king,  and  tell  me 

what  is  this? 
The  voice,  the  glance,  the  heart  I  sought — give 

answer,  where  are  they? 
If  thou  wouldst  clear  thy  perjured  soul,  send  life 

through  this  cold  clay! 
"  Into  these  glassy  eyes  put  light; — be  still!  keep 

down  thine  ire! 
Bid  these  white  lips  a  blessing  speak, — this  earth 

is  not  my  sire! 
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(jive  me  back  him  for  whom  I  strove,  for  whom 
my  blood  was  shed, 

Thou  cuDst  not? — and  a  king! — his  dust  be  moun- 
tains on  thy  head  1 " 

He  loosed  the  steed;  his  slack  hand  fell ;  upon  the 

silent  face 
He    cast    one    long,    deep,    troubled    look, — then 

turned  fi'om  that  sad  place. 
His  hope  was  crushed,  his  after-fate  untold  in 

martial  strain : 
His  banner  led  tlie  spears  no  more  amidst  the  hills 

of  Spain. 

FELICIA    II  EM  AN  s. 


THE   PBISOXEK   OF  CHILLON. 

Etkknal  spirit  of  the  chainless  mind  I 

Brightest  in  dungeons,  Liberty !  thou  art, 

For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart, — 

The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind ; 

And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consigned, — 

To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayless  gloom, — 

Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom, 

And  Freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 

Chillon !  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place, 

And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar, — for  't  was  trod, 

Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace 

Worn,  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod. 

By  Bonnivard! — May  none  those  marks  efface! 

For  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 
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My  hair  is  gray,  but  not  with  years, 
Nov  grew  it  wLite 
In  a  siugle  itight, 
Ah  men's  liave  grown  from  suddeu  feara: 
My  limbs  are  bowed,  though  not  with  toil 

But  ruHted  with  a  vile  reposie, 
Foi-  they  have  been  a  dungeon  spoil, 

Aud  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
To  whom  the  goodly  earth  aud  air 
Ai-e  banned,  and  barred, — forbidden  fare; 
But  thia  was  for  my  father's  faith 
I  suffered  chains  and  courted  death; 
That  father  perished  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake ; 
And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a  dwelling-place; 
We  were  seven, — who  now  are  one, 

Bix  in  youth,  and  one  in  age, 
Finished  as  they  had  begun, 

I'roud  of  Persecution's  rage ; 
One  in  Are,  and  two  in  field, 
Their  belief  with  blood  have  sealed! 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  their  foea  denied ; 
Three  were  in  a  dungeon  cast, 
Of  whom  this  wreck  is  left  the  last. 

There  are  seven  pillars  of  Gothic  mould 
In  f^hilion's  dungeons  deep  and  old, 
There  are  seven  cohinins,  massy  and  gm. 
Dim  with  a  dull  imprisoned  ray, — 
A  Kunbeaiii  which  hath  lost  its  way. 
And  thvuuyli  the  crevice  aud  the  cleft 
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Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left, 
Creeping  o'er  the  floor  so  damp, 
Like  a  marsh's  meteor  lamp, — 
And  in  each  pillar  there  is  a  ring, 

And  in  each  ring  there  is  a  chain ; 
That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing, 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain 
With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away, 
Till  I  have  done  with  this  new  day. 
Which  now  is  painful  to  these  eyes, 
Which  have  not  seen  the  sun  to  rise 
For  years, — I  cannot  count  them  o'er, 
I  lost  their  Ion":  and  heavv  score 
When  my  last  brother  drooped  and  died. 
And  I  lay  living  by  his  side. 

They  chained  us  each  to  a  column  stone. 
And  we  were  three,  yet  each  alone; 
We  could  not  move  a  single  pace, 
We  could  not  see  each  other's  face, 
But  with  that  pale  and  livid  light 
That  made  us  strangers  in  our  sight ; 
And  thus  together,  yet  apart, 
Fettered  in  hand,  but  pined  in  heart; 
'T  was  still  some  solace,  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pure  elements  of  earth. 
To  hearken  to  each  other's  speech. 
And  each  turn  comforter  to  each 
With  some  new  hope,  or  legend  old, 
Or  song  heroically  bold; 
But  even  these  at  length  grew  cold. 
Our  voices  took  a  dreary  tone. 
An  echo  of  the  dungeon-stone, 
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A  grating  sound, — ^uot  full  and  Ti-ee 
Ab  tliey  of  jure  were  wout  to  be; 
It  might  be  fancy, — liut  to  me 
They  neier  sounded  like  our  own. 

I  was  tlie  eldest  of  the  three, 
And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I  ought  to  do — and  did — my  best, 

And  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 

The  youugestj  whom  my  father  loved, 

Because  our  mother's  brow  was  given 

To  him,  with  eyes  as  blue  as  heaven, — 
For  him  my  soul  waa  sorcly  moved; 

And  truly  might  it  be  distrest 

To  Bee  euch  bird  in  such  a  neat; 

For  he  was  beautiful  as  day 

{Wheu  day  waa  beautiful  to  me 
As  to  young  eagles,  being  fi-ee), — 
A  polar  day,  which  will  not  see 

A  sunset  till  its  summer  's  gone. 
Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  light, 

The  snow-clad  offspring  of  the  sun ; 
And  thus  he  was  aa  pui-e  and  bright, 

And  in  his  natural  spirit  gay, 

IVith  tears  for  naught  but  others'  ills, 

And  then  they  flowed  like  mountain  rills, 

Unless  he  could  awauage  the  woe 

Which  he  abhorred  to  view  below. 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind, 
liut  formed  to  combat  with  his  kind; 
Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Which  'gainst  the  world  in  war  had  stood, 
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And  perished  in  the  foremost  rank 
With  joy; — but  not  in  chains  to  pine; 

His  spirit  withered  with  their  clank, 
I  saw  it  silently  decline, — 
And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine ; 

But  yet  I  forced  it  on  to  cheer 

Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 

He  was  a  hunter  of  the  hills, 
Had  followed  there  the  deer  and  wolf ;  • 
To  him  this  dungeon  was  a  gulf 

And  fettered  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

Lake  Lemau  lies  by  Chillon's  walls: 
A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  massy  waters  meet  and  flow ; 
Thus  much  the  fathom-line  was  sent 
From  Chillon's  snow-white  battlement. 

Which  round  about  the  wave  inthralls; 
And  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made, — and  like  a  living  grave. 
Below  the  surface  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay, 
We  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day; 

Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knocked; 
And  I  have  felt  the  winter's  spray 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  were  high 
And  wanton  in  the  happy  sky; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rocked. 

And  I  have  felt  it  shake,  unshocked, 
Because  I  could  have  smiled  to  see 
The  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 

I  said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 
I  said  his  mighty  heart  declined, 
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He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 

It  was  not  that 't  was  coai-se  and  mde, 
For  we  were  used  to  hunter's  fare, 
And  for  the  like  had  little  care; 
The  milk  drawn  from  the  mouutaiu  goat 
Waa  changed  for  water  from  the  moat. 
Oar  bread  was  such  as  captives'  tears 
Have  moistened  many  a  thousand  jears, 
Since  man  first  pent  bis  fellow-men 
Like  brutes  within  an  iron  den; 
But  what  were  these  to  us  or  him? 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb; 
My  brother's  soul  waa  of  that  mould 
Which  in  a  palace  had  grown  cold, 
Had  hie  free  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  mountain's  side; 
But  why  delay  the  truth? — he  died. 
I  saw,  and  could  not  hold  his  head, 
Nor  reach  his  dying  hand — nor  dead— 
Though  hard  I  strove,  hut  strove  in  vain, 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 
He  died, — and  they  unlocked  his  chain, 
And  scooped  for  him  a  shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 
I  begged  tliem,  as  a  boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
Might  shine, — it  was  a  foolish  thought, 
But  then  within  my  brain  it  wrought, 
That  even  in  death  his  free-born  breast 
In  such  a  dungeon  could  not  rest. 
I  might  have  spared  my  idle  prayer, — 
They  coldly  laughed,  and  laid  him  there. 
The  flat  and  turfless  earth  above 


94  POEMS  OF  TRAGEDY. 

The  being  we  so  much  did  love ; 
His  empty  chain  above  it  leant, 
Such  murder's  fitting  monument ! 

But  he,  the  favorite  and  the  flower, 
Most  cherished  since  his  natal  hour, 
His  mother's  image  in  fair  face. 
The  infant  love  of  all  his  race. 
His  martyred  father's  dearest  thought. 
My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  sought 
To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 
Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free; 
He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 
A  spirit  natural  or  inspired, — 
He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 
Was  withered  on  the  stalk  away. 

0  God !  it  is  a  fearful  thing 

To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood : — 

1  've  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 
I  've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
Strive  with  a  swoln  convulsive  motion, 
I  've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 

Of  Sin  delirious  with  its  dread : 

But  these  were  horrors, — this  was  woe 

Unmixed  with  such, — but  sure  and  slow: 

He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek, 

So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak, 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender — kind, 

And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind; 

With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 

Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb. 

Whose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 

As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray, — 
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An  eye  of  most  trauapareut  light, 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright, 

And  Dot  a  word  of  murmur, — not 

A  groau  o'er  his  untimely  lot,^ 

A  little  talk  of  better  days, 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise, 

For  I  was  sunk  io  ailenee.^lost 

In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 

And  then  the  Bighs  he  would  euppresa 

Of  fainting  nature  a  feebleness, 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  Ibbh  : 

I  listened,  but  I  could  not  hear, — 

I  called,  for  I  was  wild  with  fear; 

I  knew  't  was  hopeless,  but  my  dread 

Would  not  be  thus  admonished; 

I  called,  and  thought  I  beard  a  Bound, — 

1  burst  my  ehain  with  one  strong  bound, 

And  rushed  to  him : — I  found  him  not, 

/  only  stirred  in  this  black  spot, 

/only  lived, — I  only  di-ew 

The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon-dew; 

The  last— tlie  sole — the  dearest  link 

Between  nie  and  the  eternal  brink, 

Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race, 

Was  broken  in  this  fatal  place. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath — 

My  brothers— both  had  ceased  to  breathe. 

I  took  that  band  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas!  my  own  was  full  as  chill; 

I  had  not  strength  to  stir  or  strive. 

Hut  felt  that  I  was  still  alive,— 

A  frantic  feeling  when  we  know 

That  what  we  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 
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I  know  not  why 

I  could  not  die, 
I  had  no  earthly  hope — but  faith, 
And  that  forbade  a  sellish  death. 

What  next  befell  me  then  and  there 

I  know  not  well — I  never  knew. 
First  came  the  loss  of  light  and  air, 

And  then  of  darkness  too ; 
I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling — none: 
Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  stone. 
And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  I  wist, 
As  shrubless  crags  within  the  mist; 
For  all  was  blank  and  bleak  and  gray; 
It  was  not  night, — it  was  not  day; 
It  was  not  even  the  dungeon-light. 
So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight; 
But  vacancy  absorbing  space. 
And  fixedness,  without  a  place : 
There  were  no  stars — no  earth — no  time- 


No  check — no  change — no  good — no  crime; 
But  silence,  and  a  stirless  breath 
Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death : — 
A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness, 
Blind,  boundless,  mute,  and  motionless! 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain, — 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 
It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again, — 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard, 
And  mine  was  thankful  till  my  eyes 
Ran  over  with  the  glad  surprise. 
And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 
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I  was  the  mate  of  misery; 

Hut  then  by  tliil]  degrees  came  back 

My  senses  to  tlicir  wonted  track, 

1  s!iw  the  dungeon  walls  and  lloor 

<"'loBe  slowly  round  me  as  before, 

I  saw  the  gliuiniei-  of  the  sun 

Creeping  as  it  before  had  done, 

But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 

That  bird  was  perched,  as  fond  and  tame, 

And  tamer  than  upon  the  ti-ee ; 
A  lovely  bird,  with  aznre  wings. 
And  Hong  that  said  a  thousand  things, 

And  seemed  to  say  them  all  for  me! 
1  never  saw  its  like  before, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  moi-e. 
It  seemed,  like  me,  to  want  a  mate, 
But  was  ilot  half  so  desolate, 
And  it  was  come  to  love  me  when 
None  lived  to  love  me  so  again, 
And  cheering  from  my  dungeon's  brink, 
Had  brought  me  back  to  feel  and  think. 
I  know  not  if  it  late  were  free, 

Or  broke  its  cage  to  perch  on  mine, 
But  knowing  well  captivity, 

Sweet  bird !  I  could  not  wish  for  thine! 
Or  if  it  were,  in  winged  guise, 
A  visitant  from  Paradise : 
For — Heaven  forgive  that  thought!  the  while 
^^■hicll  made  me  both  to  weep  and  smile— 
I  sometimes  deemed  that  it  might  be 
My  brother's  soul  come  down  to  me ; 
But  then  at  last  away  it  flew. 
And  then   t  was  mortal, — ^well  I  knew. 
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For  he  would  never  thus  have  flown, 
And  left  me  twice  so  doubly  lone, — 
Lone — as  the  corse  within  its  shroud, 
Lone — as  a  solitary  cloud, 

A  single  cloud  on  a  sunny  day, 
While  all  the  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 
A  frown  upon  the  atmosphere 
That  hath  no  business  to  appear 

When  skies  are  blue  and  earth  is  gay, 

A  kind  of  change  came  in  my  fate, 
My  keepers  grew  compassionate ; 
I  know  not  what  had  made  them  so. 
They  were  inured  to  sights  of  woe. 
But  so  it  was : — my  broken  chain 
With  links  unfastened  did  remain. 
And  it  was  libertv  to  stride 
Along  my  cell  from  side  to  side, 
And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart. 
And  tread  it  over  every  part ; 
And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one. 
Returning  where  my  walk  begun. 
Avoiding  only,  as  I  trod. 
My  brothers'  graves  without  a  sod; 
For  if  I  thought  with  heedless  tread 
My  step  profaned  their  lowly  bed. 
My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  thick, 
And  my  crushed  heart  fell  blind  and  sick. 

I  made  a  footing  in  the  wall. 
It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape, 

For  I  had  buried  one  and  all 
Who  loved  me  in  a  human  shape : 
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And  the  whole  earth  would  hencefortli  be 

A  wider  prison  unto  me : 

No  cliild,— no  sire, — uo  kin  had  I, 

No  partner  in  mj  misery ; 

I  thought  of  this  and  1  was  glad, 

For  thought  of  them  had  made  me  madj 

Hut  I  was  curious  to  ascend 

To  my  bari-ed  windows,  and  to  bend 

Once  more,  upon  the  mountains  high, 

The  quiet  of  a  loving  eye. 

I  saw  them, — and  they  were  the  same, 
They  were  not  changed  like  me  in  frame; 
I  saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high. — their  wide  long  lake  below, 
And  the  blue  Khoue  in  fullest  flow ; 
I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channelled  rock  and  broken  busU ; 
I  saw  the  white-walled  distant  town, 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down; 
And  then  there  was  a  little  isle, 
Which  in  my  very  face  did  smile. 

The  only  one  in  view ; 
A  small  green  isle,  it  seemed  no  more, 
Scarce  broader  than  uiy  dungeon  floor. 
But  in  it  there  were  three  tall  trees. 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breeze, 
And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing, 
And  on  it  there  were  young  flowers  growing, 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hue. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  castle  wall. 
And  they  seemed  joyous  each  and  all ; 
The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, — 
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Metliougbt  he  never  flew  so  fast 
As  then  to  me  he  seemed  to  fly, 
And  then  new  tears  came  in  mv  eve, 
And  I  felt  troubled, — and  would  fain 
1  had  not  left  my  recent  chain ; 
And  when  I  did  descend  again, 
The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 
Fell  on  me  as  a  heavy  load ; 
It  was  as  in  a  new-dug  grave 
Closing  o^er  one  we  sought  to  save, 
And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  oppressed, 
Had  almost  need  of  such  a  rest. 

It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days, 

I  kept  no  count, — I  took  no  note, 
1  had  no  hope  my  eyes  to  raise. 

And  clear  them  of  their  dreary  mote; 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I  asked  not  why  and  recked  not  where, 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fettered  or  fetterless  to  be, 

I  learned  to  love  despair. 
And  thus  when  they  appeared  at  last, 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast, 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage,  and  all  my  own ! 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a  second  home; 
With  spiders  I  had  friendship  made, 
And  watched  them  in  their  sullen  4:rade, 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play. 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  they? 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place, 
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And  I,  the  inonarcli  of  each  race, 
Had  power  to  kill, — jet,  strange  to  tell; 
In  quiet  we  had  learned  to  dwell, — 
My  very  chaiDR  and  I  grew  friends, 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are: — even  I 
Regained  my  freedom  with  a  sigh. 
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Here  in  this  leafy  jjlace, 

Quiet  he  lies, 
Cold,  with  his  sightless  face 

Turned  to  the  skies ; 
'T  is  but  another  dead; — 
All  you  can  sny  is  said. 

Carry  his  body  lience, — 
Kings  must  have  slaves; 

Kings  climb  to  eminence 
Over  men's  graves. 

So  this  man's  eye  is  dim; — 

Throw  the  earth  over  him. 

What  was  the  white  you  touched, 

There  at  his  side? 
Paper  bis  band  had  clutched 

Tight  ere  he  died; 
Message  or  wish,  may  be:^ — 
Smooth  out  the  folds  and  see. 


i 
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Hardly  the  worst  of  us 
Here  could  have  smiled ! — 

Only  the  tremulous 
Words  of  a  child : — 

Prattle,  that  had  for  stops 

Just  a  few  ruddy  drops. 

Look.     She  is  sad  to  miss, 
Morning  and  night, 

His — her  dead  father^s — kiss, 
Tries  to  be  bright, 

Good  to  mamma,  and  sweet. 

That  is  all.     "  Marguerite.''^ 

Ah,  if  beside  the  dead 
Slumbered  the  pain ! 

Ah,  if  the  hearts  that  bled 
Slept  with  the  slain ! 

If  the  grief  died ! — But  no : — 

Death  will  not  have  it  so. 
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IVAN    IVANOVITCH. 

Early  one  winter  morn,  in  such  a  village  as  this, 
Snow-whitened  everywhere  except  the  middle  road 
Ice-roughed  by  track  of  sledge,  there  worked  by  his 

abode 
Ivkn  Iv^novitch,  the  carpenter,  employed 
On  a  huge  shipmast  trunk;  his  axe  now  trimmed 

and  toyed 
With    branch    and   twig,    and    now    some    chop 

athwart  the  bole 
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Changed  bole  to  billets,  Ijared  at  once  tbe  sap  and 
soul. 

About  him,  watched  the  work  bis  neighbors  sheep- 
skin-clad; 

Each  bearded  luouth  puffed  steam,  each  gray  eye 
twinkled  glad 

To  see  the  sturdy  arm  which,  never  stopping  play. 

Proved  strong  man's  blood  still  boils,  freeze  winter 
as  he  may. 

Sadden,  a  burst  of  bells.     Out  of  the  road,  on  edge 

Of  the  hamlet^ horse's  hoofs  galloping.  "  How,  a 
sledge  V 

What  "a  here?"  cried  all  as — in,  up  to  the  open 
space, 

W'orkyard  and  market-ground,  folk's  common 
meeting-place,^ 

Stumbled  on,  till  he  fell,  in  one  last  bound  for  life, 

A  borse:  and,  at  his  heela,  a  sledge  held — "  Dmi- 
tri's wife! 

Back  without  Dmitri  too!  and  children — where 
are  they? 

Only  a  frozen  corpse!" 

They  drew  it  forth :  then — "  Xay, 
Xot  dead,  though  like  to  die!  Gone  hence  a  month 

ago: 
Iloine    again,    this    rough    jaunt— alone    through 

night  and  snow — 
What  fiin  the  caiisp  be?  Hark — Droilg.  old  horse, 

how  lip  groans: 
nis  day  's  done!     f'Uafe  away,  keep  chafing,  for 

she  nioiins: 
She 's  coniinj;  to  I     Give  here :  see,  motherkin,  your 

friends : 
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Cheer  up,  all  safe  at  borne !  Warm  inside  makes 
amends 

For  outside  cold, — sup  quick!  Don't  look  as  we 
were  bears ! 

What  is  it  startles  you?  Wbat  strange  adven- 
ture stares 

Up  at  us  in  your  face?  You  know  friends — wbicb 
is  wbicb? 

I  'm  Vkssili,  be  's  Sergei,  Iwkn  Ivknovitcb  " — 

At  tbe  word,  tbe  woman's  eyes,  slow-wandering 

till  tbey  neared 
Tbe  blue  eyes  o'er  tbe  busb  of  boney-colored  beard. 
Took  in  full  ligbt  and  sense  and — torn  to  rags, 

some  dream 
Wbicb  bid  tbe  naked  trutb — O  loud  and  long  tbe 

scream 
Sbe  gave,  as  if  all  power  of  voice  witbin  ber  tbroat 
Poured  itself  wild  awav  to  waste  in  one  dread 

note! 
Tben  followed  gasps  and  sobs,  and  tben  tbe  steady 

flow 
Of  kindly  tears :  tbe  brain  was  saved,  a  man  migbt 

know. 
Down  fell  ber  face  upon  tbe  good  friend's  propping 

knee; 
His  broad  bands  smoothed  ber  bead,  as  fain  to 

brusb  it  free 
From  fancies,  swarms  tbat  stung  like  bees  un- 

bived.     He  sootbed — 
"  Loukdria,      Lotiscba !  "  —  still     be,      fondling, 

smoothed  and  smoothed. 
At  last  ber  lips  formed  speech. 
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■'  Ivin.  dear — you  indeed? 
You,  just  the  same  dear  Tciu  I    ^^'Lite  I   .    .    .    Ob, 

intercede, 
Sweet  Mother,  with  thy   Son  Almighty— let  hia 

might 
Bring  yesterday  ouce  riore,  undo  all  done  last 

uight ! 
But  this  time  yesterday,  Iviln,  I  sat  like  you, 
A  i-hild  OQ  either  knee,  and,  dearer  than  the 

two, 
A  habe  inside  my  arms,  close  to  my  heart — that 's 

lost 
In   morsels   o'er   the   snow !     Father,   Sou,   Holy 

Ghost, 
Cannot  you  bring  again  my  bicssi'd  yesterday?" 

When  no  more  tears  would  (low,  she  told  her  tale: 
this  way. 

"  Mayhe,  a  month  ago, — was  it  not? — news  t-ame 

here, 
They  wanted,  deeper  down,  good  workmen  fit  to 

rear 
A  church  and  roof  it  in.    '  We  '11  go,'  my  husband 

said: 
'  None  understands  like  me  to  melt  and  mould 

their  lead.' 
So.  friends  here  helped  us  off— Ivin,  dear,  you  tbe 

first! 
How  gay  we  jingled  forth,  all  five — (my  heart  will 

burst)  — 
While  Dmitri  shook  tbe  reins,  urged  Drong  upon 

his  track! 
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"  Well,  soon  the  month  ran  out,  we  just  were  com- 
ing back, 
When  yesterday — behold,  the  village  was  on  fire ! 
Fire  ran  from  house  to  house.     What  help,  as, 

nigh  and  nigher. 
The  flames  came  furious?    '  Haste,'  cried  Dmitri, 

^  men  must  do 
The  little  good  man  may :  to  sledge  and  in  with 

you. 
You  and  our  three!     We  check  the  fire  by  laying 

flat 
Each  building  in  its  path, — I  needs  must  stay  for 

that,— 
But  you  ...  no  time  for  talk!    Wrap  round  you 

every  rug, 
Cover  the  couple  close, — you  '11  have  the  babe  to 

hug. 
No  care  to  guide  old  Droug,  he  knows  his  way,  by 

guess. 
Once  start  him  on  the  road:  but  chirrup,  none  the 

less! 
The  snow  lies  glib  as  glass  and  hard  as  steel,  and 

soon 
You  '11  have  rise,  fine  and  full,  a  marvel  of  a  moon. 
Hold  straight  up,  all  the  same,  this  lighted  twist 

of  pitch ! 
Once  home  and  with  our  friend  Iv^n  Tvilnovitch, 
All  's  safe:  I  have  my  pay  in  pouch,  all  's  right 

with  me, 
So  T  but  find  as  safe  you  and  our  precious  three ! 
Off,  Droug! ' — because  the  flames  had  reached  us, 

and  the  men 
Shouted,  *  But  lend  a  hand,  Dmitri — as  good  as 

ten!' 
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'■  So,  ID  we  bundled — I  and  those  Ood  gave  me 

oiice ; 
Old  Di-oug,  that  'a  stiff  at  first,  seemed  yontliful 

for  the  Donce : 
He  understood  the  ease,  galloijing  straight  ahead. 
Out   came  the   moon:   my   twist   soon   dwindled, 

feebly  red 
In  that  unnatural  da.v — yes,  daylight  bred  between 
Moonlight  and  snow-light,  lamped  those  grotto- 
depths  which  screen 
Buch    devils    from    God's   eye.     Ah,    pines,    liow 

straight  you  grow. 
Kor  bend  one  pitying  branch,  true  bi-eed  of  brutal 

snow ! 
Hume  undergrowth  had  served  to  keoji  the  devila 

blind 
While  we  escaped  outside  their  border! 

"  Was  that — wind? 

Anyhow,  Kroiig  starts,  stops,  back  go  his  ears,  he 

snuffs, 
Snorts, — never  such  a  snort  I  then  plunges,  knows 

the  sough  's 
Only  the  wind:  yet,  no — our  breath  goes  up  too 

straight! 
Still  the  low  sound, — less  low,  loud,  louder,  at  a 

rate 
There  's  no  mistaking  morel     Shall  I  lean  out^ 

look — learn 
The  truth  whatever  it  be?     Pad,  pad!     At  last,  I 

turn— 

'■  'T  is  the  regular  pad  of  the  wolves  in  pursuit  of 
the  life  in  the  sledge! 
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An  army  they  are :  close-packed  they  press  like  the 

thrust  of  a  wedge : 
They  increase  as  they  hunt :  for  I  see,  through  the 

pine-trunks  ranged  each  side, 
Slip  forth  new  fiend  and  fiend,  make  wider  and 

still  more  wide 
The  four-footed  steadv  advance.     The  foremost — 

none  maj'  pass : 
They  are  the  elders  and  lead  the  line,  eye  and  eye 

— green-glowing  brass  I 
But  a  long  way  distant  still.     Droug,  save  us! 

He  does  his  best : 
Yet  they  gain  on  us,  gain,  till  they  reach, — one 

reaches  .  .  .    How  utter  the  rest  ? 

0  that  Satan-faced  first  of  the  band !    How  he  lolls 

out  the  length  of  his  tongue. 

How  he  laughs  and  lets  gleam  his  white  teeth! 
He  is  on  me,  his  paws  pry  among 

The  wraps  and  the  rugs!  O  my  pair,  my  twin- 
pigeons,  lie  still  and  seem  dead! 

Step^n,  he  shall  never  have  you  for  a  meal, — 
here  's  vour  mother  instead ! 

No,  he  will  not  be  counselled — must  cry,  poor 
Stiopka,  so  foolish !  though  first 

Of  my  boy-brood,  he  was  not  the  best :  nay,  neigh- 
bors called  him  the  worst: 

He  was  puny,  an  undersized  slip, — a  darling  to 
me,  all  the  same! 

But  little  there  was  to  be  praised  in  the  boy,  and 
a  plenty  to  blame. 

1  loved  him  with  heart  and  soul,  yes — but,  deal 

him  a  blow  for  a  fault, 
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He  would  sulk  foi'  wliole  da.vH.     'Foolish  boy  I 

lie  sfill  or  tbe  villaiu  will  vault, 
Will  snatch  jou  from  over  ni,v  head!'    No  use  I  he 

cries,  he  ecreiiuis,^ — who  can  hold 
Fast  a  boj-  in  frcnzj  of  fear!     It  follows — as  I 

foretold! 
The  Satan-face  snatched  and  snapped:  I  tugged, 

I  tore,  and  then 
His  brother  too  needs  must  shriek!     If  one  must  .' 

go,  't  is  men 
The  Tsar  needs,  so  we  hear,  not  ailing  boys!    Per- 
haps 
My  hands  relaxed  their  grasji,  got  tangled  in  the 

wraps : 
God,  he  was  gone!     I  looked:  there  tumbled  the 

cursed  crew, 
Each  fighting  for  a  share :  too  busy  to  pursue '. 
That 's  so  far  gain  at  least:  Droug,  gallop  another 

verst 
Or  two,  or  three — Uod  sends  we  beat  them,  arrive 

tbe  first ! 
A  mother  who  boasts  two  boys  was  ever  accounted 

rich : 
Some  have  not  a  boy:  some  have,  but  lose  him,— - 

God  knows  which 
Is  worse:  how  pitiful  to  sec  your  weakling  pine 
And  pale  and  jiass  away!     Strong  brats,  this  pair 

of  mine ! 

"0   misery!    for    while    I    settle   to   what    near 

seems 
Content,  I  am  'ware  again  of  the  tramp,  and  again 

there  gleams — 
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Point  and  point — the  line,  ejes,  levelled  green 
brassy  fire! 

So  soon  is  resumed  your  chase?  Will  nothing  ap- 
pease, naught  tire 

The  furies?  And  yet  I  think — I  am  certain  the 
race  is  slack, 

And  the  numbers  are  nothing  like.  Not  a  quarter 
of  the  pack ! 

Feasters  and  those  full-fed  are  staying  behind  .  .  . 
Ah,  why  ? 

We  'II  sorrow  for  that  too  soon!  Now, — gallop, 
reach  home  and  die, 

Nor  ever  again  leave  house,  to  trust  our  life  in  the 
trap 

For  life — we  call  a  sledge!     Teridscha,  in  my  lap! 

Yes,  I  '11  lie  down  upon  you,  tight-tie  you  with  the 
strings 

Here — of .  my  heart!  No  fear,  this  time,  your 
mother  flings  .  .  . 

Flings?  I  flung?  Never!  But  think! — a  wo- 
man, after  all. 

Contending  with  a  wolf!  Save  you  I  must  and 
shall, 

Terentii ! 

"  How  now?    What,  you  still  head  the  race, 
Your  eyes  and  tongue  and  teeth  crave  fresh  food, 

Satan-face  ? 

Flash  again? 

There  and  there!    Plain  I  struck  green  fire  out! 
All  a  poor  fist  can  do  to  damage  eyes  proves  vain ! 

My  fist — why  not  crunch  that?    He  is  wanton 

for  ...  O  God, 
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Wby  give  this  wolf  liia  taste?  roiniinm  wolves 
SL'rape  and  [irod 

The  earth  till  out  they  scratch  some?  corpse^meri? 
putrid  flesh! 

\^'hy  luust  this  glutton  leave  the  faded,  choose 
the  fresh  ? 

Tpreotii — God,  feel ! — his  neck  keeps  fast  Ih.v  bag 

Of  holy  thiuga,  saints'  bones,  this  8atan-face  will 
drag 

Forth,  and  devour  along  with  him,  our  Pope  de- 
clared 

The  relics  were  to  save  from  danger  I 

"  Spumed,  not  spared! 
'T  was  through  my  arms,  crossed  arms,  he — nuz- 
zling now  with  Bnout, 
Now   ripping,   tooth   and   claw — plucked,    pulled 

Tereutii  out, 
A   prize  indeed!     I  saw — how  could   I   else  but 

see? — 
My  precious  one — -I  bit  to  hold  back — pulled  from 

me! 
Up   came   the   others,   fell    to   dancing — did   the 

imps! — 
Skipi)ed  as  they  scampered  round.     There  's  one 

is  gray,  and  limps: 
Who   knows   but   old,  bad    M&rpha^she  always 

owed  nie  spite 
And  envied  me  my  births — skulks  out  of  doors  at 

night 
And  turns  into  a  wolf,  and  joins  the  sisterhood. 
And  laps  the  youthful  life,  then  slinks  from  out 

the  wood, 


112  POEMS  OF  TRAGEDY, 

Squats  down  at  the  door  by  dawn,  spins  there  de- 
mure as  erst 

— No  strength,  old  crone — not  she! — to  crawl 
forth  half  a  verst! 

"Well,  I  escaped  with  one:  'twixt  one  and  none 

there  lies 
The  space  'twixt  heaven  and  hell.     And  see,  a  rose- 
light  dyes 
The  endniost  snow :  't  is  dawn,  't  is  day,  't  is  safe 

at  home! 
We  have  outwitted  you !     Ay,  monsters,  snarl  and 

foam, 
Fight  each  the  other  fiend,  disputing  for  a  share, — 
Forgetful  in  your  greed,  our  finest  off  we  bear, 
Tough  Droug  and  I, — my  babe,  my  boy  that  shall 

be  man. 
My  man  that  shall  be  more,  do  all  a  hunter  can 
To  trace  and  follow  and  find  and  catch  and  cru- 

cifv 
Wolves,   wolfkins,   all   your  crew!     A   thousand 

deaths  shall  die 
The  whim  peri  ngest   cub   that  ever  squeezed   the 

teat ! 
^  Take  that!'  we  '11  stab  vou  with, — ^  the  tender- 

ness  we  met 
When,   wretches,   you   danced   round, — not   this, 

thank  God — not  this! 
Hellhounds,  we  balk  you ! ' 

"  But — Ah,  God  above! — Bliss,  bliss, — 
Not   the   band,    no!     And   yet — yes,   for   Droug 
knows  him!     One — 
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This  only  of  them  all  has  said  '  She  saves  a  son ! ' 
Hia  fellowa  disbelieve  such  lucki  but  he  believes. 
He  lets  them  pick  the  bones,  langh  at  him  in  their 

sleeves : 
He  'a  off  and  after  us, — one  speck,  one  spot,  one 

ball 
Grows  bigger,  bound  on  bound, — one  wolf  as  good 

as  all! 
Oh,  but  I  know  the  trick!     Have  at  the  snaky 

tongue ! 
That  's  the  right  way  with  wolves!     Go,  tell  your 

mates  I  wrung 
The  panting  morsel  out,  left  you  to  howl  your 

worst ! 
Now  for  it — now!     Ah  me,  I  know  him — thrice- 
accurst 
Satan-face, — him  to  the  end  my  foe! 

"  All  fight 's  in  vain: 
This  time  the  green  brass  points  pierce  to  my  very 

brain. 
I  fall — fall  as  I  ought — quite  on  the  babe  I  guard: 
I  overspread  with  flesh  the  whole  of  him.     Too 

hard 
To  die  this  way,  torn  piecemeal?     Move  hence? 

Not  I — one  inch ! 
Gnaw^  through  me,  through  and  through:  flat  thus 

I  lie  nor  flinch  ! 
O  God,  the  feel  of  the  fang  furrowing  my  shoul- 
der I — see ! 
It  grinds — it  grates  the  bone.     O  Kirill  under  me, 
fould  T  do  more?     Besides  he  knew  the  wolf's  way 
to  win : 
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I  clung,  closed  round  like  wax:  yet  in  he  wedged 

and  in, 
Past  my  neck,  past  my  breasts,  my  heart,  until 

.  .  .  how  feels 
The  onion-bulb  your  knife  parts,  pushing  through 

its  peels, 
Till  out  you  scoop  its  clove  wherein  lie  stalk  and 

leaf 
And  bloom  and  seed  unborn? 


*^  That  slew  me :  yes,  in  brief, 

I  died  then,  dead  I  lay  doubtlessly  till  Droug 
stopped 

Here,  I  suppose.     I  come  to  life,  I  find  me  propped 

Thus, — how  or  when  or  why — I  know  not.  Tell 
me,  friends. 

All  was  a  dream :  laugh  quick  and  say  the  night- 
mare ends ! 

Soon  I  shall  find  my  house:  't  is  over  there:  in 
proof. 

Save  for  that  chimney  heaped  with  snow,  you'd 
see  the  roof 

Which  holds  my  three — my  two — my  one — not 
one? 

"  Life  's  mixed 
With  misery,  yet  we  live — must  live.     The  Satan 

fixed 
His  face  on  mine  so  fast,  I  took  its  print  as  pitch 
Takes  what  it  cools  beneath.    Iviln  Iv^novitch, 
'T  is  you  unharden  me,  you  thaw,  disperse  the 

thing ! 
Only  keep  looking  kind,  the  horror  will  not  cling, 
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Vour  face  smooths  fast  awaj  eaeh  print  of  Sutau. 

Tears 
— What  good  they  do!     Life's  sweet,  and  all  its 

after-years, 
Iv^  Ivilnovitch,  I  owe  you!    Yours  am  I! 
May  God  reward  you,  dear  I  " 

Down  Blie  sank.  Solemnly  t 
Iv&E  rose,  raised  his  ase, — for  fitly  as  she  knelt,  ■*" 
Her  head  lay:  well  apart,  each   side,   Ler  arms 

LuDg.^dealt 
Lightning-swift  thunder-strong  one  blow — no  need 

of  more ! 
Headless  she  knelt  on  still:  that  pine  was  sound 

of  core 
(Xeighbors    used    to    say) — caBt-iron-kernelled — 

whidi 
Taxed  for  a  second  stroke  Ivin  Ivilnovitch. 

The  man  was  scant  of  words  as  strokes.  "  It  had 
to  be: 

I  could  uo  other:  God  it  was,  bade'  Act  for  me!  '*' 

Then  stooping,  peering  round — what  is  it  now  he 
lacks? 

A  proper  strip  of  bark  wherewith  to  wipe  his  axe, 

Which  done,  he  turns,  goes  in,  closes  the  door  be- 
hind. 

The  others  mute  remain,  watching  the  blood- 
snake  wind 

Into  a  hiding-place  among  the  splinter-heaps. 

At  length,  still  mute,  all  move:  one  lifts — from 
where  it  steeps 
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Redder  each  ruddy  rag  of  pine — the  head:  two 

more 

Take  up  the  dripping  body :  then,  mute  still  as  be- 
fore, 

Move  in  a  sort  of  march,  march  on  till  marching 
ends 

Opposite  to  the  church;  where  halting, — who  sus- 
pends. 

By  its  long  hair,  the  thing,  deposits  in  its  place 

The  piteous  head :  once  more  the  body  shows  no 
trace 

Of  harm  done :  there  lies  whole  the  Louscha,  maid 
and  wife 

And  mother,  loved  until  this  latest  of  her  life. 

Then  all  sit  on  the  bank  of  snow  which  bounds  a 
space 

Kept  free  before  the  porch  of  judgment :  just  the 
place ! 

Presently  all  the  souls,  man,  woman,  child  which 

make 
The  village  up,  are  found  assembling  for  the  sake 
Of  what  is  to  be  done.     The  very  Jews  are  there : 
A  Gypsy-troop,  though  bound  with  horses  for  the 

Fair, 
Squats  with  the  rest.     Each  heart  with  its  con- 
ception seethes 
And  simmers,  but  no  tongue  speaks :  one  may  say, 
— none  breathes. 

Anon  from  out  the  church  totters  the  Pope — the 
priest — 
Hardly  alive,  so  old,  a  hundred  years  at  least. 
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With  him,  the  Commnne's  Lead,  a  hoary  senior 

too, 
Stiiroata.  that 's  his  style, — like  Equity  Judge  with 

yo". — 
Natural   Jurisconsult:   then,   fenced   about   with 

furs, 
Pomeschik — Lord  of  the  Land,  who  wielde — and 

none  demurs— 
A  power  of  iife  and  death.     They  stoop,  survey  the 

corpse. 

Then,  straightened  on  his  staff,  the  Stiirosta — the 

thorpe's 
Sagaciousest  old  man — hears  what  you  Just  have 

heard, 
Prom  Droug'a  first  inrush,  all,  up  to  Ivin's  last 

word — 
"  God  bade  me  act  for  him :  I  dared  not  disobey !  " 

Rilence-^thi^    Poiuesf-hil;    broke    with    "A    wild 

wrong  way 
Of   righting   wrong — if   wrong   there  were,  such 

wrath  to  rouse! 

Why  was  not  law  observed  ? 

Iv^n  Iviinoviteh  has  done  a  deed  that's  named 
Murder  by  law  and  me :  who  doubts,  may  speak  un- 
blanied! " 

All  turned  to  the  old  Pope.     "  Ay,  children,  I  am 

old- 
How   old,   myself  have   got  to  know   no  longer. 

Rolled 
Quite  round,  my  orb  of  life,  from  infancy  to  age. 
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Seems  passing  back  again  to  youth.    A  certain 

stage 
At  least  I  reach,  or  dream  I  reach,  where  I  dis- 
cern 
Truer  truths,  laws  behold  more  lawlike  than  we 

learn 
When  first  we  set  our  foot  to  tread  the  course  I 

trod 
With  man  to  guide  my  steps :  who  leads  me  now  is 

God. 
^Your  young  men  shall  see  visions:'  and  in  my 

youth  I  saw 
And  paid  obedience  to  man's  visionary  law : 
^  Your  old  men  shall  dream  dreams.'     And,  in  my 

age,  a  hand 
Conducts   me   through   the  cloud  round   law   to 

where  I  stand 
Firm  on  its  base, — know  cause,  who,  before,  knew 

effect. 

•  ••••• 

I  hold  he  saw 
The  unexampled  sin,  ordained  the  novel  law. 
Whereof  first  instrument  was  first  intelligence 
I  Found  loj'dl  here.     I  hold  that,  failing  human 
sense, 
The  very  earth  had  oped,  sky  fallen,  to  efface 
Humanity's  new  wrong,  motherhood's  first  dis- 
grace. 
Earth  oped  not,  neither  fell  the  sky,  for  prompt 

was  found 
A  man  and  man  enough,  head-sober  and  heart- 
sound 
Ready  to  hear  God's  voice,  resolute  to  obey. 


IvSn  IvSnovitch,  I  hold,  lias  done,  tiiis  day, 
No  otherwise  than  did,  in  ages  long  ago, 
Moses  when  he  made  known  the  pnrport  of  that  flow 
Of  fire   athwart  the  law's   twain-tables  1     I   pro- 
claim 
IvSn  Ivinovitch  God's  SDryant ! " 


When  the  Amen  grew  dull 
And  died  away  and  left  acquittal  plain  adjudged, 
« Amen  ! "  last  sighed   the   lord.      "  There's  none 

shall  say  I  grudged 
Escape  from  punishment  in  such  a  novel  case. 
Deferring  to  old  age  and  holy  life, — ^be  grace 
Granted !  say  I.     No  less,  scruples  might  shake  a 

sense 
Firmer  than  I  boast  mine.     Law 's  law,  and  evi- 
dence 
Of  breach  therein  lies  plain, — blood- red- bright— all 

may  see ! 
Yet  all  absolve  the  deed  :  absolved  the  deed  must 
he!" 


So,  while  the  youngers  raised  the  corpse,  the  elders 

trooped 
Silently   to   the  house:  where   halting,   some   one 

stooped. 
Listened  beside  the  door ;  all  there  was  silent  too. 
Then   they  held   coun.scl;  then  pushed   door  and, 

passing  through, 
Stood  in  the  murderer's  presence. 

Ivan  Ivinovitch 
Knelt,  building  on  the  floor  that  Kremlin  rare  and 

rich 
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He  deftly  cut  and  carved  on  lazy  winter  nights. 

Some  five  young  faces  watched,  breathlessly,  as,  to 
rights. 

Piece  upon  piece,  he  reared  the  fabric  nigh  com- 
plete. 

Stescha,  Ivan's  old  mother,  sat  spinning  by  the 
heat 

Of  the  oven  where  his  wife  Katia  stood  baking 
bread. 

Ivan's  self,  as  he  turned  his  honey -colored  head, 

Was  just  in  the  act  to  drop,  'twixt  fir-cones, — each 
a  dome. 

The  scooped-out  yellow  gourd  presumably  the 
home 

Of  Kolokol  the  Big  :  the  bell,  therein  to  hitch, 

— An  acorn-cup — was  ready :  Ivan  Ivdnovitch 

Turned  with  it  in  his  mouth. 

They  told  him  he  was  free 
As  air  to  walk  abroad.     "  How  otherwise  ?  "  asked 
he. 

ROBERT  BROWNING. 


A  DAGGER  OF  THE  MIND. 

FROM    "  MACBETH,"    ACT    II.    SC.  1. 

[Macbeth,  before  the  murder  of  Duncan,  meditating  alone, 
sees  the  image  of  a  dagger  in  the  air,  and  thus  solilo- 
quizes :] 

Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  see  before  me, 
The  handle  toward  my  hand  ?    Come,  let  me  clutch 
thee : — 
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I  Lavo  tbee  not,  and  yet  I  see  tliee  still. 

Art  thou  not.  fatal  vision,  sensible 

To  feeling  as  to  sight?  or  ait  thou  but 

A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  false  creation. 

Proceeding  from  the  beat-oppressed  brain? 

1  see  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 

As  this  which  now  I  draw. 

Thou  marahal'st  me  the  way  that  I  waa  going; 

And  such  an  instrument  I  was  to  use. 

Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  senses, 

Or  else  worth  all  the  rest :  I  see  thee  still ; 

And  on  tby  blade  and  dudgeon  gouts  of  blood. 

Which  was  Lot  so  Iwfore. — There 's  no  such  thing: 

It  is  the  bloody  business,  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  eyes. — Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 

Nature  seems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 

The  curtained  sleep;  witchcraft  celebrates 

Pale  Hecate's  offerings;  and  withered  murder, 

Alarumed  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf. 

Whose  howl  'a  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy 

pace, 
With  Tarquin's  ravishing  strides,  towards  his  de- 
sign 
Moves  like  a  ghost. — Thou  sure  and  firm-set  earth, 
Hear  not  my  steps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
The  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabout. 
And  take  the  present  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  suits  with   it. — Whiles  I   threat,  he 

lives : 
Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives, 

(A  hell  rings.) 
I  go,  and  it  is  done;  the  boll  invites  me. 
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Hear  it  not,  Duncan ;  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  summons  thee  to  heaven  or  to  hell. 

SHAKESPEABE. 


THE  MURDER. 

FROM   "  MACBETH/'  ACT  II.   SC.  2. 

Scene  in  the  Castle.    Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  Macbeth. — That  which  hath  made  them 

drunk  hath  made  me  bold, 
What  hath  quenched   them  hath  given  me  fire. 

Hark ! — Peace  I 
It  was  the  owl  that  shrieked,  the  fatal  bellman, 
Which  gives  the  stern'st  good  night.     He  is  about 

it: 
The  doors  are  ojien ;  and  the  surfeited  grooms 
Do  mark  their  charge  with  snores :  I  have  drugged 

their  possets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them. 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Macbeth  (within), — Who's  there?    What,  ho! 

Lady  Macbeth. — Alack,  I  am  afraid  they  have 

awaked 

And  't  is  not  done : — the  attempt  and  not  the  deed 

Confounds     us. — Hark! — I     laid     their     daggers 

ready ; 
He  could  not  miss  them. — Had  he  not  resembled 
My  father,  as  he  slept,  I  had  done  't. — My  hus- 
band! 

(Enter  Macbeth.) 

Macbeth.-^I  have  done  the  deed.    Didst  thou 
not  hear  a  noise? 


Ladv  M.vci;etii. — 1  heard  tbe  owl  stream,  aod 


Did  not  you  speak? 
Macbeth. ^Wbeo  ? 
Lady  Maceetu. — 


Now. 


As  I  descended  ? 


Macbeth. — 

IjAdy  Macueth. — Ay. 

MACiiEtH. — Hark ! — 

Who  lies  i'  the  second  chamber? 
Lady  Macbeth. —  Donalbnin. 

Macbeth    {iooking  on   kis  hands). — This  is  a 

sorry  sight. 
Lady   Machetu.— A  foolish  thought,  to  say  a 

sorry  sight. 
Macbeth. — There  's  one  did  laugh  in    'a  sleep, 
and  one  cried,  "  Murder!  " 
That  they  did  wake  each  other :  I  stood  and  heard 

them : 
But   they   did  say  their  prayers,  and  addressed 

them 
Again  to  sleep. 

Lady    Macbeth. — There    are    two    lodged    to- 
gether. 

Macueth, — One  cried,   "God  bless   ua!"  and, 
"Amen,"  the  other; 
As  they  had  seen  me  with  these  hangman's  hands. 
Listening  their  fear.  I  could  not  say,  "Amen," 
When  they  did  say,  "  God  bless  us." 

Lady  Macbeth, — Consider  it  not  so  deeply. 
Macbeth. — But    wherefore    conld    not    I    pro- 
nounce "  Amen  "  ? 
1  had  most  need  of  blessing,  and  "  Amen  " 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 
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Lady    MACBETn. — These    deeds    must    not    be 
thought 
After  these  ways;  so,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macdeth. — Methought    I    heard   a    voice   cry, 
''  Sleep  no  more ! 
Macbeth  does  murder  sleep," — the  innocent  sleep, 
Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravelled  sleave  of  care, 
The  death  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labor's  bath, 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course, 
Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast, — 

Lady  Macbeth. —  What  do  you  mean? 

Macbeth. — Still  it  cried,  "Sleep  no  more!"  to 
all  the  house : 
"  Glamis  hath  murdered  sleep;  and  therefore  Caw- 
dor 
Shall   sleep    no   more, — Macbeth   shall   sleep   no 
more ! " 

Lady  Macbeth. — Who  w^as  it  that  thus  cried? 
Why,  worthy  thane, 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  strength,  to  think 
So  brainsickly  of  things. — Go,  get  some  water, 
And  wash  this  filthv  witness  from  your  hand. 
Why  did  you  bring  these  daggers  from  the  place? 
They  must  lie  there:  go  carry  them;  and  smear 
The  sleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macbeth. —  I  '11  go  no  more! 

I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done; 
Look  on  't  again,  I  dare  not. 

Lady  Macbeth.  —  Infirm  of  purpose ! 

Give  me  the  daggers :  the  sleeping,  and  the  dead, 
Are  but  as  pictures :  't  is  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
I  '11  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal ; 


SCOTLAND. 


For  it  must  seem  their  guilt. 

lHjrit.    Knocking  within. 
Macbeth. — Whence  is  that  itnocking? 
How  is  't  with  me,  when  every  noise  appalls  me? 
What  hands  are  here!     Ha!  they  pluck  ont  mine 

eyes ! 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wash  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand?     No;  this  my  hand   wUl 

rather 
The  ratiltitadinous  seas  incarnadine, 
Making  the  green — one  red. 

(Re-enter  Lady  Macbeth.) 
Lahy  MACBETH.^My  hands  are  of  your  color; 

but  I  Rhame 
To  wear  a  heart  so  white.    {Knocking.)    I  hertr  a 

knocking 
At  the  south  entry: — retire  we  to  our  chaml>er: 
A  little  wafer  cleara  ns  of  this  deed : 
How  easy  is  it  then!    Your  constancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended.     (Knocking.)     Hark, 

more  knocking. 
Get  on  your  nightgown,  lest  occasion  call  us, 
And  show  us  to  be  watchers : — be  not  lost 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Macbeth. — To  know  my  deed,  't  were  best  not 

know  myself,     {Knocking.) 
Wake  Duncan  with  thy  knockiug!  I  would  thou 

couldst. 

SHAKESPEARE. 
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THE    TWA    CORBIES. 

As  I  was  walking  all  alane, 

I  heard  two  corbies  making  a  mane; 

The  tane  unto  the  t'other  say, 

"Where  sail  we  gang  and  dine  to-day?'' 

"  In  behint  yon  auld  fail  dyke, 
I  wot  there  lies  a  new-slain  knight; 
And  nae  body  kens  that  he  lies  there. 
But  his  hawk,  his  hound,  and  lady  fair. 

"  His  hound  is  to  the  hunting  gane. 
His  hawk  to  fetch  the  wild-fowl  hame, 
His  lady's  ta'en  another  mate, 
So  we  may  make  our  dinner  sweet. 

• 

"  Ye  '11  sit  on  his  white  hause  bane, 
And  I  '11  pike  out  his  bonny  blue  een : 
Wi'  ae  lock  o'  his  gowden  hair, 
We  '11  theek  our  nest  when  it  grows  bare. 

"  Mony  a  one  for  him  makes  mane, 
But  nane  sail  ken  whare  he  is  gane ; 
O'er  his  white  banes,  when  they  are  bare, 
The  wind  sail  blaw  for  evermair." 

iLNONYMOUS. 


THE  SACK  OF  BALTIMORE. 


[Baltimoru  is  a  amuli  setiport  in  tlie  bnroiiy  of  Curbery, 
in  South  Munster.  It  grew  up  around  a  castle  of  O'Dris- 
coll's.  and  was,  after  hia  vuin,  coionkeil  by  the  English. 
On  the  20th  of  June,  1631,  the  crewa  of  twu  Algerino 
galleys  landed  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  sacked  tlie  town, 
and  bore  off  into  slavery  all  who  were  not  too  old,  or  too 
j'oung,  or  too  fierce,  for  their  purpose.  The  pii"alies  were 
steered  up  the  intrioate  channel  by  one  Hackett,  a  Dun- 
garvaii  fisherjuan,  whom  they  had  lakeu  at  sea  for  the 
purpose.  Two  years  later,  ho  watt  convicted  of  the  crime 
and  executed.     Baltimore  never  recovered  from  tliia.] 

The  BuuiDier  sun  is  falling  soft  on  Carbery's 
hundred  isles, 

The  Hiimmer  sun  is  gleaming  still  through  (J!!- 
briel'a  rough  del:leB, — 

Old  Inisherkin's  crumbled  faue  looks  like  a  moult- 
ing bird ; 

And  iu  a  calm  and  sleepy  swell  the  ocean  tide  is 
heard : 

The  Lookers  lie  upon  the  beach ;  the  children  cease 
their  play; 

The  gossips  leave  the  little  inn;  the  households 
kneel  to  pray ; 

And  full  of  love  and  peace  and  rest, — its  daily 
labor  o'er, — 

Upon  that  cosy  creek  there  lay  the  town  of  Balti- 
more. 

A  deeper  rest,  a  starry  trance,  has  come  with  mid- 
night there; 

Xo  sound,  except  that  throbbing  wave,  in  earth  or 
sea  or  air. 
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The  massive  capes  and  ruined  towers  seem  con- 
scious of  the  calm ; 

The  fibrous  sod  and  stunted  trees  are  breathing 
heavy  balm. 

So  still  the  night,  these  two  long  barks  round 
Dunashad  that  glide 

Must  trust  their  oars — methinks  not  few — against 
the  ebbing  tide. 

O,  some  sweet  mission  of  true  love  must  urge 
them  to  the  shore, — 

They  bring  some  lover  to  his  bride,  who  sighs  in 
Baltimore! 

All,  all  asleep  within  each  roof  along  that  rocky 

street, 
And  these  must  be  the  lover's  friends,  with  gently 

gliding  feet. 
A  stifled  gasp!  a  dreamy  noise!     The  roof  is  in 

a  flame ! 
From  out  their  beds,  and  to  their  doors,  rush  maid 

and  sire  and  dame. 
And  meet  upon  the  threshold  stone,  the  gleaming 

sabre's  fall. 
And  o'er  each  black  and  bearded  face  the  white 

or  crimson  shawl. 
The  yell  of  "  Allah !  "  breaks  above  the  prayer  and 

shriek  and  roar — 
O  blessM  God!  the  Algerine  is  lord  of   Balti- 
more! 
Then  flung  the  youth  his  naked  hand  against  the 

shearing  sword ; 
Then  sprung  the  mother  on  the  brand  with  which 

her  son  was  gored ; 
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ThpD  sunk  the  grandsire  on  the  floor,  his  grand 

babes  clutching  wild; 
Then  fled  the  maiden  inoiiniDg  faint,  and  nestled 

with  tlie  child. 
But  see,  yon  pirate  strangling  lies,  and  crushed 

with  splashing  heel, 
While  o'er  him  in  an  Irish  hand  there  sweeps  his 

Syrian  steel ; 
Though  virtue  sink,  and  courage  fail,  and  luisera 

yield  their  stoi-e. 
There  's  one  hearth  well  avenged  in  the  sack  of 

Baltimore ! 

Midsummer  moru,  in  woodland  nigh,  the  birds 
begin  to  sing; 

They  see  not  now  the  milking-maids,  deserted  iB 
the  spring! 

Midsummer  day,  this  gallant  rides  from  the  dis- 
tant Bandon's  town. 

These  hookers  crossed  from  stormy  Skull,  that 
skirt'  from  Aff;idown, 

They  only  found  the  smoking  walls  with  neigh- 
bora'  lilood  besprent. 

And  on  the  strewed  and  trampled  beach  awhile 
they  wildly  went, 

Then  dashed  to  sea,  and  passed  Cape  Clear,  and 
saw,  five  leagues  before, 

The  pirate-galleys  vanishing  that  ravaged  Balti- 
more. 

O,  some  must  tug  the  galley's  oar,  and  some  must 

tend  the  steed, — 
This  boy  will  bear  a  Seheik'a  chibouk,  and  that 

a  Bey's  jerreed. 
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O,  some  are  for  the  arsenals  by  beauteous  Darda- 
nelles, 

And  some  are  in  the  caravan  to  Mecca's  sandy 
dells. 

The  maid  that  Bandon  gallant  sought  is  chosen 
for  the  Dey, 

She  's  safe, — she 's  dead, — she  stabbed  him  in  the 
midst  of  his  Serai; 

And  when  to  die  a  death  of  fire  that  noble  maid 
they  bore. 

She  only  smiled, — O'Driscoll's  child, — she  thought 
of  Baltimore. 

'T  is  two  long  years  since  sunk  the  town  beneath 
that  bloody  band. 

And  all  around  its  trampled  hearth  a  larger  con- 
course stand. 

Where  high  upon  a  gallows-tree  a  yelling  wretch 
is  seen, — 

'T  is  Hackett  of  Dungarvan, — he  who  steered  the 
Algerine ! 

He  fell  amid  a  sullen  shout,  with  scarce  a  passing 
prayer. 

For  he  had  slain  the  kith  and  kin  of  many  a  hun- 
dred there : 

Some  muttered  of  MacMorrogh,  who  had  brought 
the  Norman  o'er. 

Some  cursed  him  with  Iscariot,  that  day  in  Balti- 
more. 

THOMAS    OSBORNE    DAVIS. 


THE  ROSE  AND   THE  OADNTLET. 

Low  spake  tlie  knight  to  the  peasimt-girl : 

"  I  tell  thee  sooth,  I  am  belted  earl; 

Ply  with  me  from  thia  garden  small,  , 

And  thou  shalt  sit  iu  my  castle's  hall; 

"Thou  shalt  have  pomp,  and  wealth,  and  pleasure, 
Joys  beyond  thy  fancy's  measure ; 
Here  with  my  sword  and  horse  I  stand, 
To  bear  thee  away  to  my  distant  land. 

"Take,  thou  fairest!  this  full-blown  rose, 

A  token  of  love  that  as  ripely  blows." 

With  his  glove  of  steel  he  plucked  the  token, 

But  it  fell  from  his  gauntlet  crushed  and  brokeo. 

The  maiden  esclaimed,  "  Thou  seest,  sir  knight, 
Thy  Angers  of  iron  lan  only  sniitt-; 
And,  like  the  rose  thou  hast  torn  and  scattered, 
I  in  thy  grasp  should  be  wrecked  and  shattered." 

She  trembled  and  blushed,  and  her  glances  fell ; 
But  she  turned  from  the  knight,  and  said,  "  Fare- 
well!" 
"  Not  so,"  he  cried,  "  will  I  lose  my  prize ; 
I  heed  not  thy  words,  but  I  read  thine  eyes." 


He  lifted  her  up  in  his  grasp  of  steel, 

And  he  mounted  and  spurred  with  furious  heel; 

But  her  cry  drew  forth  her  hoary  sire, 

Who  snatched  bis  bow  from  above  the  fire. 


132  POEMS  OF  TRAGEDY. 

Swift  from  the  valley  the  warrior  fled, 
Swifter  the  bolt  of  the  crossbow  sped; 
And  the  weight  that  pressed  on  the  fleet-foot  horse 
Was  the  living  man,  and  the  woman's  corse. 

That  morning  the  rose  was  bright  of  hue; 
That  morning  the  maiden  was  fair  to  view ; 
But  the  evening  sun  its  beauty  shed 
On  the  withered  leaves,  and  the  maiden  dead. 

JOHN    STERLING. 


THE    YOUNG    GRAY    HEAD. 

Grief  hath  been  known  to  turn  the  young  head 

gray,— 
To  silver  over  in  a  single  day 
The  bright  locks  of  the  beautiful,  their  prime 
Scarcely  o'erpast;  as  in  the  fearful  time 
Of  Gallia's  madness,  that  discrowned  head 
Serene,  that  on  the  accursed  altar  bled 
Miscalled  of  Libertv.     O  martvred  Queen! 
What   must   the   sufferings   of   that   night   have 

been — 
That  one — that  sprinkled   thy   fair   tresses   o'er 
With  time's  untimelj-  snow !     But  now  no  more. 
Lovely,  august,  unhai)py  one !  of  thee — 
I  have  to  tell  a  humbler  history; 
A  village  tale,  whose  only  charm,  in  sooth 
(If  any),  will  be  sad  and  simple  truth, 

"  Mother,"  quoth  Ambrose  to  his  thrifty  dame, — 
So  oft  our  peasant's  use  his  wife  to  name, 
"  Father  "  and  "  Master  "  to  himself  applied, 
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Ab  life's  grave  duties  niatronizc  tlie  bride, — 

"  Mother,"  quoth  Ambrose,  ns  he  faced  the  north 

With  hard-set  teeth,  before  he  issued  forth 

To  his  day  labor,  from  the  cottage  door,^ 

"  I  'm  thinking  that,  to-night,  if  not  Iwfore, 

There'll  be  wild  work.     Dost  hear  old  CUewton* 

It's  brewing  up,  down  westward;  and  look  tbere, 
One  of  those  sea-gulls!  ay,  there  goes  a  pair; 
And  such  a  sudden  thaw !     If  rain  comes  on, 
As  threats,  the  waters  will  be  out  anon. 
That  path  by  the  ford  'b  a  nasty  bit  of  way. — 
Best  let  the  yonng  ones  bide  from  school  to-day." 

"  Do,  mother,  do!  "  the  quick-eared  urchins  cried; 

Two  little  lasses  to  the  father's  side 

Close  clinging,  as  tliey  looked  from  him,  to  spy 

The  answering  language  of  the  mother's  eye. 

There  was  denial,  and  she  shook  her  head: 

"  Nay,   nay, — no  harm   will  come  to  them,"  she 

said, 
"  The  mistress  lets  them  off  these  short  dark  days 
An  hour  the  earlier;  and  our  Liz,  she  says. 
May  quite  be  trustwl — and  I  know  't  is  true — 
To  take  care  of  herself  and  Jenny  too. 
And   so   she   ought, — she's   seven   come   first   of 

Slay,— 
Two  years  the  oldest;  and  they  give  away 
The  Christiims  bounty  at  the  school  to-day." 

The  mother's  will  was  law  (alas,  for  her 

That  hapiewH  day,  poor  soul!) — she  could  not  err, 

•  A   fresli-water    spriug   rushing  into    the    sea,   called 
Cliewton  BuTitiy. 
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Thought  Ambrose;  and  his  little  fair-haired  Jane 
(Her  namesake)  to  his  heart  he  hugged  again. 
When  each  had  had  her  turn ;  she  clinging  so 
As  if  that  day  she  could  not  let  him  go. 
But  Labor^s  sons  must  snatch  a  hasty  bliss 
In  nature's  tenderest  mood.     One  last  fond  kiss, 
"  God  bless  my  little  maids  I "  the  father  said, 
And  cheerily  went  his  way  to  win  their  bread. 
Then  might  be  seen,  the  playmate  parent  gone. 
What  looks  demure  the  sister  pair  put  on, — 
Not  of  the  mother  as  afraid,  or  shy. 
Or  questioning  the  love  that  could  deny ; 
But  simph,  as  their  simple  training  taught. 
In  quiet,  plain  straightforwardness  of  thought 
(Submissively  resigned  the  hope  of  play) 
Towards  the  serious  business  of  the  day. 

To  me  there  's  something  touching,  I  coftfess. 
In  the  grave  look  of  early  thoughtfulness. 
Seen  often  in  some  little  childish  face 
Among  the  poor.     Not  that  wherein  we  trace 
(Shame  to  our  land,  our  rulers,  and  our  race!) 
The  unnatural  sufferings  of  the  factory  child. 
But  a  staid  quietness,  reflective,  mild, 
Betokening,  in  the  depths  of  those  young  eyes. 
Sense  of  life's  cares,  without  its  miseries. 
So  to  the  mother's  charge,  with  thoughtful  brow, 
The  docile  Lizzy  stood  attentive  now. 
Proud  of  her  years  and  of  the  imputed  sense, 
And  prudence  justifying  confidence, — 
And  little  Jenny,  more  demurely  still. 
Beside  her  waited  the  maternal  will. 
So  standing  hand  in  hand,  a  lovelier  twain 
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OainsboroQgh  ne'er  paiuted:  no— nor  he  of  Spain, 
Glorious  Murillo! — and  by  contrast  shown 
More  beautiful.     The  younger  little  one, 
With  large  blue  eyes  and  silken  i-ingleta  fair, 
By  nut-browTi  Lizzy,  with  smooth  parted  hair, 
Sable  and  glossy  as  the  i-aven's  wing, 
And  lustrous  eyes  as  dark. 

".Now,  mind  anil  bring 
Jenny  safe  home,"  the  mother  said, — "  don't  stay 
To  pull  a  bough  or  berry  by  the  way : 
And  when  you  come  to  cross  the  ford,  hold  fast 
Your  little  sister's  hand,  till  yon  're  quite  past, — 
That  plank  'a  so  crazy,  and  so  slippery 
{ If  not  o'erflowed)  the  stepping-Btones  will  be. 
But  you  're  good  children — steady  as  old  folk^ 
1  'd  trust  ye  anywhere,"     Then  Lizzy's  cloak. 
A  good  gray  duffle,  lovingly  she  tied. 
And  ample  little  Jennj'a  lack  supplied 
With  her  own  warmest  shawl,     "  Be  sure,"  said 

she, 
"  To  wrap  it  round  and  knot  it  carefully 
(Like  this),  when  you  come  home,  just  leaving 

free 
One  hand  to  hold  by.     Now,  make  haste  away — 
Good  will  to  school,  and  then  good  right  to  play." 

Was  there  no  sinking  at  the  mother's  heart 
When,  all  equipt,  they  turned  them  to  depart? 

When  down  the  lane  she  watched  them  as  they 

went 
Till  out  of  sight,  was  no  forefeeling  sent 
Of  coining  ill?     In  truth  I  cannot  tell: 
Such  warnings  have  bcoi  sent,  wc  know  full  well 
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And  must  believe — believing  that  they  are — 
In  mercy  then — to  rouse,  restrain,  prepare. 

And  now  I  mind  me,  something  of  the  kind 

Did  surely  haunt  that  day  the  mother's  mind, 

Making  it  irksome  to  bide  all  alone 

By  her  own  quiet  hearth.     Though  never  known 

For  idle  gossipry  was  Jenny  Gray, 

Yet  so  it  was,  that  morn  she  could  not  stay 

At  home  with  her  own  thoughts,  but  took  her  way 

To  her  next  neighbor's,  half  a  loaf  to  borrow, — 

Yet  might  her  store  have  lasted  out  the  morrow, — 

And  with  the  loan  obtained,  she  lingered  still. 

Said  she,  "  My  master,  if  he  'd  had  his  will. 

Would  have  kept  back  our  little  ones  from  school 

This  dreadful  morning;  and  I  'm  such  a  fool. 

Since  they  've  been  gone,  I  've  wished  them  back. 

But  then 
It  won't  do  in  such  things  to  humor  men, — 
Our  Ambrose  specially.     If  let  alone 
He  'd  spoil  those  wenches.     But  it 's  coming  on, 
That  storm  he  said  was  brewing,  sure  enough, — 
Well !  what  of  that?     To  think  what  idle  stuff 
Will  come  into  one's  head!     And  here  with  you 
I  stop,  as  if  I  'd  nothing  else  to  do — 
And  they  '11  come  home,  drowned  rats.     I  must 

be  gone 
To  get  dry  things,  and  set  the  kettle  on.^^ 

His   day's   work  done,   three  mortal   miles  and 

more, 
Lay  between  Ambrose  and  his  cottage-door, 
A  weary  way,  God  wot,  for  weary  wight ! 
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But  yet  far  off  the  curling  smoke  in  sigbt 
From  bis  own  chimney,  and  liia  heart  felt  light. 
How  pleasautly  the  humble  homestead  stood, 
Down  the  gwen  laue,  by  abeltering  Shirley  woodl 
How  sweet  the  wafting  of  the  evening  bi'eeze. 
In  spring-time,  from  his  two  old  cherry-trees. 
Sheeted  with  blo&Hom!     And  in  hot  July, 
From  the  brown  moor-track,  shadowless  and  dry, 
How  grateful  the  cool  covert  to  regain 
Of  his  own  avenue, — that  shady  lane, 
With  the  white  cottage,  in  the  slanting  glow 
Of  sunset  glory,  gleaming  bright  below, 
And  Jaauiine  porch,  his  rustic  portico! 

With  what  a  thankful  gladness  in  his  face, 
I  Silent  heart-homage.^plant  of  special  grace!) 
At  the  lane's  entrance,  slackening  oft  his  pace, 
Would  Ambrose  send  a  loving  look  before, 
Conceiting  the  caged  blackbird  at  the  door; 
The  very  blackbird  strained  its  little  throat. 
In  welcome,  with  a  more  rejoicing  note; 
And  honest  Tinker,  dog  of  doubtful  breed, 
All  bristle,  back,  and  tail,  but  "  good  at  need," 
Pleasant  his  greeting  to  the  accustomed  ear; 
But  of  all  welcomes  pleasantest,  most  dear, 
The  ringing  voices,  like  sweet  silver  bells. 
Of  his  two  little  ones.     How  fondly  swells 
The  father's  heart,  as,  dancing  up  the  lane,  ' 

Each  clasps  a  hand  in  her  small  hand  again. 
And  each  must  tell  her  tale  and  "  say  her  say," 
Impeding  as  she  leads  with  sweet  delay 
(Childhood's  blest  thoughtlessness!)   his  onward 
way. 
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And  when  the  winter  day  closed  in  so  fast; 
Scarce  for  his  task  would  dreary  daylight  last; 
And  in  all  weathers — driving  sleet  and  snow — 
Home  by  that  bare,  bleak  moor-track  must  he  go, 
Darkling  and  lonely.    O,  the  blessM  sight 
(His  polestar)  of  that  little  twinkling  light 
From    one   small    window,    through    the    leafless 

trees, — 
Glimmering  so  fitfully;  no  eye  but  his 
Had  si)ied  it  so  far  off.     And  sure  was  he, 
p]ntering  the  lane,  a  steadier  beam  to  see, 
Ruddy  and  broad  as  peat-fed  hearth  could  pour, 
Streaming  to  meet  him  from  the  open  door. 
Then,  though   the  blackbird's   welcome  was  un- 
heard,— 
Silenced  bv  winter, — note  of  summer  bird 
Still  hailed  him  from  no  mortal  fowl  alive. 
But  from  the  cuckoo  clock  just  striking  five. 
And  Tinker's  ear  and  Tinker's  nose  were  keen, — 
Off  started  he,  and  then  a  form  was  seen 
Darkening  the  doorway;  and  a  smaller  sprite. 
And  then  another,  peered  into  the  night, 
Keady  to  follow  free  on  Tinker's  track, 
But  for  the  mother's  hand  that  held  her  back: 
And  yet  a  moment — a  few  steps — and  there, 
Pulled  o'er  the  threshold  by  that  eager  pair, 
He  sits  by  his  own  hearth,  in  his  own  chair; 
Tinker  takes  post  beside  with  eyes  that  say, 
"  Master,  we  've  done  our  business  for  the  day." 
The  kettle  sings,  the  cat  in  chorus  purrs. 
The  busy  housewife  with  her  tea-things  stirs; 
The  door  's  made  fast,  the  old  stuff  curtain  drawn; 
How  the  hail  clatters !    Let  it  clatter  on ! 


How  the  wind  raves  and  rattiest  What  cares  lie? 
JSafe  Loused  and  warm  beneath  his  own  roof-tree, 
With  a  wee  laesie  piatlling  on  each  knee. 

Ruch  was  the  hour — hour  sacred  and  apart — 
Warmed  in  expectancy  tlie  poor  man's  heart. 
Summer  and  winter,  as  his  toil  he  plied, 
To  him  and  his  the  literal  doom  applied. 
Pronounced  on  Adam.     But  the  bi-ead  was  sweet 
So  eavned,  for  such  dear  mouths.     The  weary  feet, 
Hope-shod,  sfept  lightly  on  the  homeward  way; 
So  specially  it  fared  with  Ambrose  Gray 
That  time  I  tell  of.     He  had  worked  all  day 
At  a  great  clearing;  vigorous  stroke  on  stroke 
Striking,   till,   when  he   stopt,   his  back   seemed 

broke. 
And  the  strong  anus  dropt  nerveless.     What  of 

that? 
There  was  a  treasure  hidden  in  his  hat. — 
A  plaything  for  the  young  ones.     He  bad  found 
A  dormouse  nest;  the  living  ball  coiled  round 
For  its  long  winter  sleep;  and  all  his  thought, 
As  he  trudged  stoutly  homeward,  was  of  naught 
But  the  glad  wonderment  in  Jenny's  eyes. 
And  graver  Lizzy's  quieter  surprise, 
When   he  should   yield,  by   guess  and   kiss  and 

]>rayer 
Hard  won,  the  frozen  captive  to  their  care. 


'T   was   a    wild   evening, — wild   and   rough.     "  I 

Thought   Ambrose,   "  those   unlucky   gulls   spoke 
true, — 
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And  Gaffer  Chewton  never  growls  for  naught, — 
I  should  be  mortal  'mazed  now  if  I  thought 
My  little  maids  were  not  safe  housed  before 
That    blinding    hail-storm, — ay,    this    hour    and 

more, — 
Unless  by  that  old  crazy  bit  of  board. 
They  've  not  passed  dr} -foot  over  Shallow  ford, 
That  I  '11  be  bound  for, — swollen  as  it  must  be — 
Well !  if  my  mistress  had  been  ruled  by  me — " 
But,  cheeking  the  half-thought  as  heresy. 
He  looked  out  for  the  Home  Star.     There  it  shone. 
And  with  a  gladdened  heart  he  hastened  on. 

He  's  in  the  lane  again, — and  there  below. 
Streams  from  the  open  doorway  that  red  glow. 
Which  warms  him  but  to  look  at.     For  his  prize 
Cautious  he  feels, — all  safe  and  snug  it  lies, — 
"Down,   Tinker!   down,   old   boy! — not   quite  so 

free, — 
The  thing  thou  sniffest  is  no  game  for  thee. — 
But  what  's  the  meaning?  no  lookout  to-night! 
No  living  soul  astir!     Pray  God,  all  's  right! 
Who  's  flittering  round  the  peat-stack  in   such 

weather? 
Mother ! "    you    might    have    felled    him   with    a 

feather. 
When  the  short  answer  to  his  loud  "  Hillo!" 
And  hurried  question,  "Are  they  come?"  was 

"  No." 

To  throw  his  tools  down,  hastily  unhook 
The  old  cracked  lantern  from  its  dusty  nook, 
And,  while  he  lit  it,  speak  a  cheering  word, 


ENGLAND. 

That  almost  choked  him,  and  wiie  scarcely  heard, 
Was  but  a  moment's  act,  atid  lie  was  gone 
To  where  a  fearful  foresight  led  him  on. 
Passing  a  neighbor's  cottage  in  bis  way, — 
Mark  Fentoo's, — him  he  took  with  short  delay 
To  bear  bim  company, — for  who  could  say 
What  need  might  l>e?     They  struck  into  the  track 
The  children  should  have  taken  coming  back 
From  school  that  day;  and  many  a  call  and  shout  i' 
Into  the  pitchy  darkness  they  sent  out, 
And,  by  the  lantern  light,  peered  all  about, 
In  every  roadside  thicket,  bole,  nook, 
Till  suddenly— as  Hearing  now  the  brook — 
Something  brushed  past  them.    That  wtis  Tinker's 

bark,^ 
Unheeded,  he  had  followed  in  the  dark, 
Close  at  his  master's  heels;  but,  swift  as  light, 
Darted  before  them  now.     "  Be  sure  be  'e  right, — 
He  's  on  the  track,"  cried  Ambrose.     "  Hold  the 

light 
Low  down, — lie's  making  for  the  water.     Hark! 
I  know  that  whine, — the  old  dog  's  found  them, 

Mark." 
So  ai)eaking.  breathlessly  he  hurried  on 
Toward  the  old  crazy  foot-bridge.     It  was  gone! 
And  all  bis  dull  contracted  light  could  show- 
Was  the  black  void  and  dark  swollen  stream  be- 
low. 
"  Yet  there  's  life  somewhere, — more  than  Tinker's 

wb  ine. — 
That  'f  sure."  said  Mark.     "  So.  let  the  lantern 

shine 
Down    yonder.     There  's   the   dog, — and,    hark ! " 

"  O  dear  I " 
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And  a  low  sob  came  faintly  on  the  ear, 

Mocked  by  the  sobbing  gust.     Down,  quick  as 

thought, 
Into  the  stream  leapt  Ambrose,  where  he  caught 
Fast  hold  of  something, — a  dark  huddled  heap, — 
Half  in  the  water,  where  't  was  scarce  knee-deep 
For  a  tall  man,  and  half  above  it,  propped 
By  some  old  ragged  side-piles,  that  had  stopt 
Endways  the  broken  plank,  when  it  gave  way 
With  the  two  little  ones  that  luckless  day! 
"  My  babes ! — my    lambkins !  "    was    the    father's 

cry. 
One  little  voice  made  answer,  "  Here  am  I ! '' 
'T  was  Lizzy's.     There  she  crouched  with  face  as 

white, 
More  ghastly  by  the  flickering  lantern-light 
Than  sheeted  corpse.     The  pale  blue  lips  drawn 

tight. 
Wide  parted,  showing  all  the  pearly  teeth. 
And  e^es  on  some  dark  object  underneath. 
Washed  by  the  turbid  water,  fixed  as  stone, — 
One    arm    and    hand    stretched    out,    and    rigid 

grown. 
Grasping,  as  in  the  death-gripe,  Jenny's  frock. 
There  she  lay  drowned.     Could  he  sustain  that 

shock. 
The  doting  father?    Where's  the  unriven  rock 
Can  bide  such  blasting  in  its  flintiest  part 
As  that  soft  sentient  thing, — the  human  heart? 

They  lifted  her  from  out  her  watery  bed, — 
Its  covering  gone,  the  lovely  little  head 
Hung  like  a  broken  snowdrop  all  aside; 
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Ami   one   Miiiiill    liiiiKl,^llie   motlicr's  sliawl   was 

tied, 
leaving  that  free,  about  the  child's  Boiall  form, 
As  was  her  last  injuuction — "  fast  iind  warm  " — 
Too  well  obered,— too  fast!     A  fatal  hold 
Affording  to  the  scrag  by  a  tliiek  fold 
That  caught  and  pinned  her  in  the  river's  bed, 
While  through  the  reckless  water  overhead 
Her  life-breath  bubbled  up, 

"  She  might  have  lived, 
Struggling  like  Lizzy,"  was  the  thought  that  rived 
The  wretched  mother's  heart,  when  she  kuew  all, 
"  But  for  my  foolishness  about  that  shiiwl ! 
And  Master  would  have  kept  them  back  the  day; 
But  I  was  wilful, — driving  them  away 
In  such  wild  weather!  " 

Thufl  the  tortured  heart 
Unnaturally  against  itself  takes  part, 
Driving  the  sharp  edge  deeper  of  a  wtii' 
Too  deep  already.     They  hud  raised  her  now, 
And  parting  the  wet  ringlets  from  her  brow, 
To  that,  and  the  cold  cheek,  and  lips  as  cold, 
The  father  glued  his  warm  ones,  cie  they  rolled 
Once  moi-e  the  fatal  shawl — her  winding-sheet — 
About  the  precious  clay.     One  heart  still  beat. 
Warmed  by  his  heart's  blood.     To  his  only  child 
lie  turned  bini,  but  her  piteous  moaning  mild 
I'ierced  him  afresh,— and  now  she  knew  him  not. 
"  Mother!  "  she  murmured,  "  who  saya  I  forgot? 
Mother!  indeed,  indeed.  I  kept  fast  hold, 
-Vtid  tied  the  shawl  quite  dose—she  can't  be  cold — ■ 
lint    she    won't    move — we   slipt — I    don't    know 

how- — 
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But  I  held  on — and  I'm  so  weary  now — 

And  it 's  so  dark  and  cold !  O  dear !  O  dear ! — 

And  she  won't  move ; — if  daddy  was  but  here ! " 


Poor  lamb!  she  wandered  in  her  mind,  't  was 

clear; 
But  soon  the  piteous  murmur  died  away, 
And  quiet  in  her  father's  arms  she  lay, — 
They  their  dead  burden  had  resigned,  to  take 
The  living,  so  near  lost.    For  her  dear  sake, 
And  one  at  home,  he  armed  himself  to  bear 
His  misery  like  a  man, — with  tender  care 
Doffing  his  coat  her  shivering  form  to  fold 
(His  neighbor  bearing  that  which  felt  no  cold). 
He  clasped  her  close,  and  so,  with  little  said. 
Homeward  they  bore  the  living  and  the  dead. 

From  Ambrose  Gray's  poor  cottage  all  that  night 
Shone  fitfully  a  little  shifting  light, 
Above,  below, — for  all  were  watchers  there. 
Save  one  sound  sleeper.     Her,  parental  care, 
Parental  watchfulness,  availed  not  now. 
But  in  the  young  survivor's  throbbing  brow, 
And  wandering  eyes,  delirious  fever  burned ; 
And  all  night  long  from  side  to  side  she  turned, 
IMteously  plaining  like  a  wounded  dove, 
With   now  and   then   the  murmur,   "  She  won't 

move." 
And  lo !  when  morning,  as  in  mockery,  bright 
Shone  on  that  pillow,  passing  strange  the  sight, — 
That  young  head's  raven  hair  was  streaked  with 

white ! 


"  Tlie  old  sea-wall  (he  cryed)  U  downe  ' 
The  risinE  lide  comes  on  apace," 

Fn"i,  ,t  fin^faf^'ntpiar^  Hraim,  CUuient  Sf  Co.,  after 

1 

^ T 

J 

'  I  II 


I    . 


\ 


'r\  '■     ' 


•■» 


.••' 


'•• 


•  ••• 

•  •• 


•  < 

•  ••• 

•  ••• 


Ho  idle  Action  thia.    Such  tliinga  liave  been, 
We  know.    And  now  /  tell  what  I  have  seen. 

Life  struggled  long  with  death  in  that  amali  frame, 
Bnt  it  was  strong,  and  eonqnered.     All  became 
Ae  it  had  been  with  the  poor  family, — 
All,  saving  that  which  nevermore  might  he: 
There  was  an  empty  place, — they  were  but  three. 

CAKOLINE    BOWLES    BODTilET. 


HIGH-TIDE  ON  THE   COAST    OF  LINCOLN- 
SHIRE,    [time,  1571.] 

The  old  mayor  climbed  the  belfry  tower, 
The  ringera  rang  by  two,  by  three; 

'•  Pull !  if  ye  never  pulled  before ; 

Good  ringera,  pull  your  best,"  quoth  he. 

"Play  nppe,  play  uppe,  O  Boston  bells! 

Ply  all  your  changes,  all  your  swells! 
Play  uppe  The  Brides  of  Endefby!" 

Men  say  it  was  a  "  stolen  tyde," — 
The  Lord  that  sent  it,  he  knows  all, 

But  in  myne  ears  doth  still  abide 
The  message  that  the  bells  let  fall; 

And  there  waa  naught  of  strange,  beaide 

The  tlights  of  mews  and  peewits  pied, 

By  millions  crouched  on  the  old  sea-wall. 

I  sat  and  spun  within  the  doore; 

My  thread  brake  off,  I  raised  myne  eyes: 
The  level  sun,  like  ruddy  ore, 

Lay  sinking  in  the  barren  skies; 
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And  dark  against  day's  golden  death 
She  moved  where  Lindis  wandereth, — 
My  Sonne's  faire  wife,  Elizabeth. 

"Cusha!  Cusha!  Cusha!"  calling, 
Ere  the  early  dews  were  falling, 
Farre  away  I  heard  her  song. 
"  Cusha!  Cusha!  "  all  along; 
Where  the  reedy  Lindis  floweth, 

Floweth,  floweth, 
From  the  meads  where  melick  groweth, 
Faintly  came  her  milking-song. 

"  Cusha !  Cusha !  Cusha !  "  calling, 
"  For  the  dews  will  soone  be  falling; 
Leave  your  meadow  grasses  mellow. 

Mellow,  mellow! 
Quit  your  cowslips,  cowslips  yellow ! 
Come  uppe,  Whitefoot!  come  uppe,  Lightfoot! 
Quit  the  stalks  of  parsley  hollow. 

Hollow,  hollow! 
Come  uppe.  Jetty !  rise  and  follow ; 
From  the  clovers  lift  your  head! 
Come  uppe,  Whitefoot!  come  uppe,  Lightfoot! 
Come  uppe,  Jetty !  rise  and  follow, 
Jetty,  to  the  milking-shed." 

If  it  be  long — ay,  long  ago — 
When  I  beginne  to  think  howe  long, 

Againe  I  hear  the  Lindis  flow. 

Swift  as  an  arrowe,  sharpe  and  strong; 

And  all  the  aire,  it  seemeth  mee. 

Bin  full  of  floating  bells  (sayth  shee), 

That  ring  the  tune  of  Enderby, 
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Alle  freali  the  level  pasture  lay, 
And  not  a  shatiowe  mote  be  aeene. 

Save  where,  full  fyve  good  miles  away. 
The  steeple  towered  from  out  the  greene. 

And  lol  the  great  bell  farre  and  wide 

Was  heard  in  all  the  country  side 

That  Saturday  at  eventide. 

The  swannerds.  where  their  sedges  are, 
Moved  on  in  sunset's  golden  breath; 

The  shepherde  lads  I  heard  afarre, 
And  my  Sonne's  wife,  Klizabeth ; 

Til),  floating  o'er  the  grassy  sea. 

Came  downe  that  kyndly  message  free, 

The  Brides  of  Mavis  Enilerbij. 

Then  some  looked  uppe  into  the  sky, 
And  all  along  where  Lindis  tlows 

To  where  the  goodly  vessels  lie, 

And  where  the  lordly  steeple  shows. 

They  sayde,  "And  why  should  this  thing  be, 

What  danger  lowers  by  land  or  sea? 

They  ring  the  tune  of  Endcrby. 

"For  evil  news  from  Mablethorpe, 

Of  pyrate  galleys,  warjiing  down, — 
For  ahippes  ashore  beyond  the  scorjje. 

They  have  not  spared  to  wake  the  towne; 
But  while  the  west  bin  red  to  see. 
And  storms  be  none,  and  ]>yrates  flee, 
Why  ring  The  Bmlcs  of  Endcrhy?" 

I  looked  without,  and  lo!  my  sonne 

Came  riding  downe  with  might  and  main; 
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He  raised  a  shout  as  he  drew  on, 
Till  all  the  welkin  rang  again: 
"  Elizabeth  I  Elizabeth !  " 
(A  sweeter  woman  ne'er  drew  breath 
Than  my  Sonne's  wife,  Elizabeth.) 

"  The  olde  sea-wall  (he  cryed)  is  downe! 

The  rising  tide  comes  on  apace; 
And  boats  adrift  in  yonder  towne 

Go  sailing  uppe  the  market-place!  " 
He  shook  as  one  that  looks  on  death: 
"  God  save  you,  mother  I  "  straight  he  sayth; 
"  Where  is  my  wife,  Elizabeth?  " 

"  Good  Sonne,  where  Lindis  winds  away 
With  her  two  bairns  I  marked  her  long; 

And  ere  yon  bells  beganne  to  play, 
Afar  I  heard  her  milking-song.'' 

He  looked  across  the  grassy  sea. 

To  right,  to  left.  Ho,  Enderhy! 

They  rang  The  Brides  of  Enderby, 

W^ith  that  he  cried  and  beat  his  breast; 

For  lo!  along  the  river's  bed 
A  mighty  eygre  reared  his  crest, 

And  uppe  the  Lindis  raging  sped. 
It  swept  with  thunderous  noises  loud, — 
Shaped  like  a  curling  snow-white  cloud, 
Or  like  a  demon  in  a  shroud. 

And  rearing  Lindis,  backward  pressed, 
Shook  all  her  trembling  bankes  amaine; 

Then  madly  at  the  eygre's  breast 

Flung  uppe  her  weltering  walls  again. 


Theu  bankes  came  dowoe  with  niin  sind  rout,- 
Then  beateii  foam  flew  round  about, — 
Then  all  tbe  mighty  floods  weie  out. 

So  farre,  bo  fast,  the  eygre  druve, 
Tbe  heart  had  hardly  time  to  beat 

Before  a  eballow  seething  wave 
Sotibed  in  tbe  giassea  at  onre  feet : 

The  feet  bad  hardly  time  to  flee 

Before  it  brake  against  the  knee, — 

And  all  the  world  was  in  the  sea. 

Upon  the  roofe  we  Bate  that  night; 

The  noise  of  bells  went  sweeping  by; 
I  marked  the  lofty  beacon  light 

Stream  from  the  chnrcb-tower,  red  and  bigh,- 
A  liii-id  mark,  and  di'ead  to  see; 
And  awsome  bells  they  were  to  mee, 
That  in  the  dark  rang  Enderhy. 

They  rang  the  sailor  lads  to  guide, 

From  roofe  to  roofe  who  fearless  rowed ; 

And  I, — my  sonne  was  at  my  side, 
And  yet  tbe  ruddy  beacon  glowed; 

And  yet  he  moaned  beneath  his  breath, 

'■  (),  come  in  life,  or  come  in  death! 

O  lost !  my  love,  Elizabeth !  " 

And  didst  thou  visit  him  no  more? 

Thou  didst,  thou  didst,  my  daughter  deare?- 
The  waters  laid  thee  at  his  doore 

Ere  yet  the  early  dawn  was  clear : 
Thy  pretty  bairns  in  fast  embrace, 
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The  lifted  sun  shone  on  thy  face, 
Downe  drifted  to  thy  dwelling-place. 

That  flow  strewed  wrecks  about  the  grass, 
That  ebbe  swept  out  the  flocks  to  sea, — 
A  fatal  ebbe  and  flow,  alas! 

To  manye  more  than  myne  and  mee; 
But  each  will  mourne  his  own  (she  sayth) 
And  sweeter  woman  ne'er  drew  breath 
Than  my  Sonne's  wife,  Elizabeth. 

I  shall  never  hear  her  more 
By  the  reedy  Lindis  shore, 
"Cusha!  Cusha!  Cusha!"  calling, 
Ere  the  early  dews  be  falling; 
I  shall  never  hear  her  song, 
^^  Cusha !  Cusha ! ''  all  along. 
Where  the  sunny  Lindis  floweth, 

Goeth,  floweth, 
From  the  meads  where  melick  groweth, 
Where  the  water,  winding  down, 
Onward  floweth  to  the  town. 

I  shall  never  see  her  more, 

Where  the  reeds  and  rushes  quiver. 

Shiver,  quiver. 
Stand  beside  the  sobbing  river, — 
Sobbing,  throbbing,  in  its  falling. 
To  the  sandy,  lonesome  shore; 
I  shall  never  hear  her  calling, 
"  Leave  your  meadow  grasses  mellow, 

Mellow,  mellow ! 
Quit  your  cowslips,  cowslips  yellow! 
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Come  uppe.  Wliitefoot!  come  uppe,  Lightfoot! 
Quit  your  pipes  of  parsley  hollow, 

Hollow,  hollow! 
Come  uppe.  Lightfoot!  rise  and  follow; 

Lightfoot!  Whitefoot! 
Fi'om  jour  clovers  lift  the  head ; 
Come  uppe.  Jetty!  follow,  follow, 
Jetty,  to  the  milklng-Bhed  I  " 

JEAN   INGELOW. 


Wailing,  wailing,  wailing,  the  wind  over  land  and 

sea— 
And  Willy's  voice  in  the  wind,  "  O  mother,  come 

out  to  me." 
Why  should  he  call  me  to-night,  when  he  knows 

that  I  cannot  go? 
For  the  downs  are  as  bright  as  day,  and  the  full 

moon  stares  at  the  snow. 


We  should  be  seen,  my  dear;  they  would  spy  us 
out  of  the  town. 

The  loud  blaok  nights  for  us,  and  the  storm  rush- 
ing over  the  down, 

When  I  cannot  see  my  own  hand,  but  am  led  by 
the  creak  of  the  chain, 

And  grovel  and  grojie  for  my  son  till  I  find  myself 
drenched  with  the  rain. 
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III. 

Anything  fallen  again?  naj — what  was  there  left 

to  fall  ? 
I  have  taken  them  home,  I  have  numbered  the 

bones,  I  have  hidden  them  all. 
What  am  I  saying?  and  what  are  youf  do  you 

come  as  a  spy? 
Falls?  what  falls?  who  knows?    As  the  tree  falls 

so  must  it  lie. 

IV. 

Who  let  her  in?  how  long  has  she  been?  you — 

what  have  jou  heard? 
Why  did  you  sit  so  quiet?  you  never  have  spoken 

a  word. 
O — to  pray  with  me — ^yes — a  lady — none  of  their 

spies — 
But  the  night  has  crept  into  my  heart,  and  begun 

to  darken  my  eyes. 

V. 

Ah — you,  that  have  lived  so  soft,  what  should  you 

know  of  the  night. 
The  blast  and  the  burning  shame  and  the  bitter 

frost  and  the  fright? 
I  have  done  it,  while  you  were  asleep — ^you  were 

only  made  for  the  day. 
I  have  gathered  my  baby  together — and  now  you 

may  go  your  way. 

VI. 

Nay — for  it's  kind  of  you.  Madam,  to  sit  by  an  old 

dying  wife. 
But  say  nothing  hard  of  my  boy,  I  have  only  an 

hour  of  life. 


I  kissed  my  boj  in  tlie  prison,  before  he  weut  out 

to  Jie. 
"  They  dared  me  to  do  it,"  lie  said,  and  lie  uever 

lias  told  me  a  lie. 
I  whipt  Lim  for  robbing  au  orchard  once  when 

he  waa  but  a  child — ■ 
'■  The  farmer  dared  me  to  do  it,"  he  said;  he  was 

always  so  wild — 
And   idle — and   couldn't   be   idle — my  Willy — be 

never  could  rest. 
The  King  should  have  made  htm  a  soldier,  he 

would  have  been  one  of  his  beet. 

VII. 

But  he  lived  with  a  lot  of  wild  mates,  and  they 

neier  would  let  him  be  good; 
They  swore  that  he  dare  not  rob  the  mail,  and  he 

swore  that  he  would : 
And  he  took  no  life,  but  he  took  one  purse,  and 

when  all  was  done 
He  flung  it  among  his  fellows — I  'U  none  of  it, 

said  my  son. 


I  came  into  court  to  the  Judge  and  the  lawj-ers. 

I  told  them  my  tale, 
God's  own  truth — but  they  killed  him,  they  killed 

him  for  robbing  the  mail. 
They  hanged  him  in  chains  for  a  show — we  had 

always  borne  a  good  name — 
To  be  hanged  for  a  thief — and  then  put  away — 

isn't  that  enough  shame? 
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Dust  to  dust — low  down — let  us  hide!  but  they 

set  him  so  high 
That  all  the  ships  of  the  world  could  stare  at  him, 

passing  by. 
God  Mil  pardon  the  hell-black  raven  and  horrible 

fowls  of  the  air, 
But  not  the  black  heart  of  the  lawyer  who  killed 

him  and  hanged  him  there. 

IX. 

And  the  jailer  forced  me  away.    I  had  bid  him 

my  last  good-bye ; 
They   had   fastened    the   door   of   his    cell.    "  O 

mother !  '^  I  heard  him  cry. 
I  couldn't  get  back  tho'  I  tried,  he  had  something 

further  to  say, 
And  now  I  never  shall  know  it.    The  jailer  forced 

me  away. 

X. 

Then  since  I  couldn't  but  hear  that  cry  of  my  boy 

that  was  dead. 
They  seized  me  and  shut  me  up :  they  fastened  me 

down  on  my  bed. 
"Mother,  O  mother!" — he  called  in  the  dark  to 

me  year  after  year — 
They  beat  me  for  that,  they  beat  me — ^you  know 

that  I  couldn't  but  hear ; 
And  then  at  the  last  they  found  I  had  grown  so 

stupid  and  still 
They  let  me  abroad  again — ^but  the  creatures  had 

worked  their  will. 


Flesh  of  my  flesh  was  gone,  but  bone  of  my  bone 

was  left- — 
1  stole  them  all  from  the  lawyers— and  you,  will 

you  call  it  a  theft? — 
My  baby,  the  bones  that  had  sucked  me,  the  bones 

that  had  laughed  and  had  cried — 
Theirs?    O  no!  they  are  mine — not  theirs — they 

had  moved  in  my  side. 


Do  you   think    I   was   scored   by   the   bones?     I 

kissed  'em,  I  buried  'em  all — 
I  can't  dig  deep,  I  am  old — in  the  night  by  the 

churchyard  wall. 
My  Willy  'ill  rise  up  whole  when  the  trumpet  of 

jndpiient  'ill  sound, 
But  I  charge  you  never  to  say  that  I  laid  him  in 

holy  ground. 

XIII. 

They  would  scratch  him  up — they  would  hang  him 

again  on  the  cursed  tree. 
Sin?     O  yes — we  are  sinners,  I  know — let  all  that 

be. 
And  read  me  a  Bible  verse  of  the  Lord's  good  will 

toward  men^ 
"  Full  of  compassion  and  mercy,  the  Lord  " — let 

me  hear  it  again ; 
"  Full  of  compassion  and  mercy— long-suffering." 

Yes,  0  yes! 
For    the    lawyer    is    born    but    to    murder — the 

Saviour  lives  but  to  bless. 
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He  '11  never  put  on  the  black  cap  except  for  the 

worst  of  the  worst, 
And  the  first  may  be  last — I  have  heard  it  in 

church — and  the  last  may  be  first. 
Suffering — O    long-suffering — yes,    as    the    Lord 

must  know, 
Year  after  year  in  the  mist  and  the  wind  and  the 

shower  and  the  snow. 

XIV. 

Heard,  have  you?  what?  they  have  told  you  he 

never  repented  his  sin. 
How  do  they  know  it?  are  they  his  mother?  are 

you  of  his  kin? 
Heard !  have  you  ever  heard,  when  the  storm  on 

the  downs  began, 
The  wind  that  Mil  wail  like  a  child  and  the  sea 

that  Mil  moan  like  a  man? 

XV. 

Election,  Election  and  Reprobation — it 's  all  very 

well. 
But  I  go  to-night  to  my  boy,  and  I  shall  not  find 

him  in  Hell. 
For  I  cared  so  much  for  my  boy  that  the  Lord  has 

looked  into  my  care. 
And  He  means  me  I'm  sure  to  be  happy  with 

Willy,  I  know  not  where. 

XVI. 

And  if  he  be  lost — but  to  save  my  soul,  that  is  all 

your  desire: 
Do  you  think  that  T  care  for  my  soul  if  my  boy 

be  gone  to  the  fire? 
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I  have  been  witli  God  in  the  dark— go,  go,  you  may 

leave  me  alom' — 
You  uever  have  borne  a  child — you  are  just  as 

hard  as  a  atone. 


Madam,  I  beg  your  pardon!  I  think  that  you 
mean  to  be  kind, 

But  I  cannot  hear  what  you  say  (or  my  Willy's 
voice  in  the  wind — 

The  snow  and  the  sky  so  bright — he  uaed  but  to 
call  in  the  dark, 

And  he  calls  to  mo  now  from  the  church  and  not 
from  the  gibbet— for  hark ! 

Nay — you  can  hear  it  yourself — it  is  coming- 
shaking  the  walla — 

Willy — the  moon's  in  a  clood— Good  night.  I  am 
going.    He  calls, 

ALFRED,    LORD    TENNYSON, 


THE  DKEAM  OF  EUGENE  ARAM. 

'T  WAS  in  the  prime  of  summer  time, 

An  evening  calm  and  cool, 
And  fourandtwenty  happy  boys 

Came  bounding  out  of  school; 
There  were  some  that  ran,  and  some  that  leapt 

Like  troutlets  in  a  pool. 

Away  they  aped  with  gamesome  minds 

And  souls  untouched  by  sin ; 
To  a  level  mead  they  came,  and  there 

They  drave  the  wickets  in; 
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Pleasantly  shone  the  setting  sun 
Over  the  town  of  Lynn. 

Like  sportive  deer  they  coursed  about, 

And  shouted  as  they  ran, 
Turning  to  mirth  all  things  of  earth 

As  only  boyhood  can ; 
But  the  usher  sat  remote  from  all, 

A  melancholy  man ! 

His  hat  was  off,  his  vest  apart, 
To  catch  heaven's  blessdd  breeze ; 

For  a  burning  thought  was  in  his  brow. 
And  his  bosom  ill  at  ease; 

So  he  leaned  his  head  on  his  hands,  and  read 
The  book  between  his  knees. 

Leaf  after  leaf  he  turned  it  o'er, 

Nor  ever  glanced  aside, — 
For  the  peace  of  his  soul  he  read  that  book 

In  the  golden  eventide; 
Much  study  had  made  him  very  lean, 

And  pale,  and  leaden-eyed. 

At  last  he  shut  the  ponderous  tome; 

With  a  fast  and  fervent  grasp 
He  strained  the  dusky  covers  close. 

And  fixed  the  brazen  hasp: 
"  O  God !  could  I  so  close  my  mind, 

And  clasp  it  with  a  clasp ! '' 

Then  leaping  on  his  feet  upright. 
Some  moody  turns  he  took, — 
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Now  up  the  mead,  then  down  the  mead, 

And  past  a  shady  nook, — ■ 
And,  lo!  he  saw  a  little  boy 

That  pored  npon  a  book. 

"  My  gentle  lad,  what  is  't  you  read, — 

Romance  or  fairy  fable? 
Or  is  it  some  historic  page, 

Of  kings  and  crowns  unstable?  " 
The  young  boy  gave  an  upward  glance, — 

"  It  is  '  The  Death  of  Abel.'  " 

The  usher  took  six  hasty  strides, 
As  smit  with  sudden  pain, — 

Six  hasty  strides  heyond  the  place. 
Then  slowly  back  again; 

And  down  he  sat  beside  the  lad, 
And  talked  with  him  of  Cain; 

And,  long  since  then,  of  bloody  men. 

Whose  deeds  tradition  saves; 
And  lonely  folk  cut  off  unseen. 

And  hid  in  sudden  graves; 
And  horrid  stabs,  in  groves  forlorn; 

And  murders  done  in  caves; 

And  how  the  sprites  of  injured  men 
Shriek  upward  from  the  sod; 

Ay.  how  the  ghostly  hand  will  point 
To  show  the  burial  clod; 

And  unknown  facts  of  guilty  acts 
Are  seen  in  dreams  from  God. 
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He  told  how  murderers  walk  the  earth 

Beneath  the  curse  of  Cain, — 
With  crimson  clouds  before  their  eyes, 

And  flames  about  their  brain; 
For  blood  has  left  upon  their  souls 

Its  everlasting  stain ! 

"  And  well,''  quoth  he,  "  I  know  for  truth 
Their  pangs  must  be  extreme — 

Woe,  woe,  unutterable  woe ! — 
Who  spill  life's  sacred  stream. 

For  why?    Methought,  last  night  I  wrought 
A  murder,  in  a  dream ! 

"  One  that  had  never  done  me  wrong, — 

A  feeble  man  and  old; 
I  led  him  to  a  lonelv  field, — 

The  moon  shone  clear  and  cold : 
Now  here,  said  I,  this  man  shall  die, 

And  I  will  have  his  gold! 

"  Two  sudden  blows  with  a  raggM  stick, 

And  one  with  a  heavy  stone. 
One  hurried  gash  with  a  hasty  knife, — 

And  then  the  deed  was  done: 
There  was  nothing  lying  at  my  feet 

But  lifeless  flesh  and  bone! 

"  Nothing  but  lifeless  flesh  and  bone. 

That  could  not  do  me  ill ; 
And  yet  I  feared  him  all  the  more 

For  lying  there  so  still : 
There  was  a  manhood  in  his  look 

That  murder  could  not  kill ! 
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"And,  lo!  the  universal  air 

Seemed  lit  with  gliaBtly  flame, — 

Ten  thousand  thousand  dreadful  eyes 
Were  looking  down  in  blame; 

I  took  the  dead  man  by  his  Land, 
And  called  upon  his  name. 

"  O  God !  it  made  nie  quake  to  see 
Such  sense  within  the  slain; 

But,  when  I  touehed  the  lifeless  clay, 
The  blood  gushed  ont  amain! 

For  every  clot  a  burning  spot 
Was  scorching  in  my  brain! 

"  My  head  waa  like  an  ardent  coal, 

My  heart  as  solid  ice; 
My  wretched,  wretched  soul,  I  knew, 

Waa  at  the  Devil's  price. 
A  dozen  times  I  groaned, — the  dead 

Had  never  groaned  but  twice. 

"  And  now,  from  forth  the  frowning  sky, 
From  heaven's  topmost  height, 

I  heard  a  voice, — the  awful  voice 
Of  the  blood -avenging  sprite: 

'Thou  guilty  man!  take  up  thy  dead, 
And  hide  it  from  my  sight! ' 

"  And  I  tool;  the  dreary  body  up, 

And  cast  it  in  a  stream, — 
The  sluggish  water  black  as  ink. 

The  depth  was  so  extreme: — 
My  gentle  boy,  remember,  this 

Is  nothing  but  a  dream! 
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"  Down  went  the  corse  with  a  hollow  plunge, 

And  vanished  in  the  pool ; 
Anon  I  cleansed  my  bloody  hands, 

And  washed  mv  forehead  cool, 
And  sat  among  the  urchins  young, 

That  evening,  in  the  school. 

"  O  Heaven !  to  think  of  their  white  souls, 
And  mine  so  black  and  grim ! 

I  could  not  share  in  childish  prayer, 
Nor  join  in  evening  hymn; 

Like  a  devil  of  the  pit  1  seemed, 
Mid  holy  cherubim! 

"  And  peace  went  with  them,  one  and  all, 

And  each  calm  pillow  spread; 
But  Guilt  was  my  grim  chamberlain, 

That  lighted  me  to  bed, 
And  drew  my  midnight  curtains  round 

With  fingers  bloody  red ! 

"  All  night  I  lay  in  agony. 

In  anguish  dark  and  deep ; 
My  fevered  eyes  I  dared  not  close. 

But  stared  aghast  at  Sleep; 
For  Sin  had  rendered  unto  her 

The  keys  of  hell  to  keep ! 

"  All  night  I  la}^  in  agony. 

From  weary  chime  to  chime; 
With  one  besetting  horrid  hint 

That  racked  me  all  the  time, — 
^  A  might}'  yearning,  like  the  first 

Fierce  impulse  unto  crime, — 
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"One  stern  tyrannic  thoufjbt.  tliat  mado 

All  other  thoughts  its  slave! 
Stronger  and  stronger  every  pnlse 

Did  that  temptation  Omve, — 
Still  urging  me  to  go  and  eee 

The  dead  man  in  his  grave  1 

"  Heavily  I  rose  up,  as  soon 

As  light  was  in  the  sky, 
And  Bought  the  black  accnrsed  pool 

With  a  wild,  misgiving  eye; 
And  I  saw  the  dead  in  the  river-bed, 

For  the  faitliless  stream  was  dry. 

"  Merrily  rose  the  lark,  and  shook 

The  dew-drop  from  its  wing; 
But  I  never  marked  its  morning  flight, 

I  never  heard  it  sing, 
For  I  was  stooping  once  again 

Under  the  horrid  thing, 

"  With  breathless  speed,  like  a  soul  in  chase, 

I  took  him  up  and  ran; 
Thei-e  was  no  time  to  dig  a  grave 

Before  the  day  began, — 
In  a  lonesome  wood  with  heaps  of  leaves, 

I  hid  the  murdered  man! 

"And  all  that  day  I  read  in  school, 
But  my  thought  was  otherwhere; 

As  soon  lis  the  midday  tusk  was  done, 
In  secret  I  was  there, — 

And  a  mighty  wind  had  swept  thp  leaves, 
And  still  the  corse  was  bare! 
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"  Then  down  I  cast  me  on  niv  face, 

And  first  began  to  weep, 
For  I  knew  my  secret  then  was  one 

That  earth  refused  to  keep, — 
Or  land  or  sea,  though  he  should  be 

Ten  thousand  fatlioms  deep. 

"  So  wills  the  fierce  avenging  sprite, 

Till  blood  for  blood  atones! 
Ay,  though  he  's  buried  in  a  cave, 

And  trodden  down  with  stones, 
And  years  have  rotted  off  his  flesh, — 

The  world  shall  see  his  bones ! 

"X)  God!  that  horrid,  horrid  dream 

Besets  me  now  awake! 
Again — again,  with  dizzy  brain, 

The  human  life  I  take ; 
And  my  red  right  hand  grows  raging  hot, 

Like  Cranmer's  at  the  stake. 

"  And  still  no  peace  for  the  restless  clay 

Will  wave  or  mold  allow; 
The  horrid  thing  pursues  my  soul, — 

It  stands  before  me  now ! '' 
The  fearful  boy  looked  up,  and  saw 

Huge  droi)S  upon  his  brow. 

That  very  night,  while  gentle  sleep 

The  urchin's  eyelids  kissed, 
Two  stern-faced  men  set  out  from  Lynn 

Through  the  cold  and  heavy  mist ; 
And  Eugene  Aram  walked  between. 

With  gyves  upon  his  wrist. 

THOMAS    HOOD. 


IN    THE    ENGINE-SHED. 

TnnoUGii  air  mnde  heavy  wifli  vapors  murk, 

O'er  slack  and  cinilers  in  lipapa  and  Iioles, 
The  engine-diiver  came  to  his  work, 

Burly  and  bluff  as  a  bag  of  coals; 
With  a  thick  gold  chain  where  he  bulged  the  most. 
And  a  beard  like  a  brush,  and  a  face  like  a  toast, 
And  a  hat  half-eaten  by  fire  and  frost ; 
And  a  diamond  pin  in  the  folded  dirt 
Of  the  shawl  that  served  him  for  collar  and  shirt. 

Whenever  he  harnessed  his  steed  of  mettle: — ■ 
The  shovpl-fed  monster  that  could  not  tire, 
With  limbs  of  steel  and  entrails  of  fire; 

Above  us  it  sang  like  a  tea-time  kettle. 

He  came  to  his  salamander  toils 

In  what  seemed  a  devil's  cast-off  suit, 

All  chari-ed,  and  discolored  with  rain  and  oils, 
And  smeared  and  sooted  from  muffler  to  boot. 

Some  wiping — it  struck  him — his  paws  might  suf- 
fer 

With  a  wisp  of  thread  lie  found  on  the  buffer 

(The  improvement  effected  was  not  very  great) ; 

Tlien  he  spat,  and  passed  his  pijie  to  his  mate. 

And  his  whole  face  laughed  with  an  honest  mirth, 
As  any  extant  on  this  grimy  earth, 

Welcoming  me  to  his  murky  region ; 
And  had  you  known  him,  I  tell  you  this — 
Though  your  brigjit  hair  shiver  and  sink  at  its 
rools, 

O  iiiano-ljngering  fellow-collegian — 
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You  would  have  returned  no  cold  salutes 
To  the  cheery  greeting  of  old  Chris, 
But  locked  your  hand  in  the  vise  of  his. 

For  at  night  when  the  sleet-storm  shatters  and 

scatters, 
And  clangs  on  the  pane  like  a  pile  of  fetters. 
He  flies  through  it  all  with  the  world's  love-let- 
ters: 
The  master  of  mighty  leviathan  motions. 

That  make  for  him  storm  when  the  nights  are 

fair, 
And  cook  him  with  fire  and  carve  him  with 
air. 
While  we  sleep  soft  on  the  carriage  cushions, 
And  he  looks  sharp  for  the  signals,  blear-eyed. 
Often  had  Chris  over  England  rolled  me; 
You  shall  hear  a  story  he  told  me — 
A  dream  of  his  rugged  watch  unwearied. 

THE  STORY. 

We  were  driving  the  down  express; 

Will  at  the  steam,  and  I  at  the  coal; 
Over  the  valleys  and  villages, 

Over  the  marshes  and  coppices, 
Over  the  river,  dee])  and  broad ; 
Through  the  mountain,  under  the  road, 

Flying  along. 
Tearing  along. 
Thunderbolt  engine,  swift  and  strong, 

Fifty  tons  she  was,  whole  and  sole ! 

I  had  been  promoted  to  the  express : 
I  warrant  I  was  proud  and  gay. 


EyOLAN 

It  was  the  evening  that  ended  May, 
And  the  sky  was  a  glory  of  tenderness. 

We  were  thundering  down  to  a  midland  town, — 
It  doesn't  niatter  about  the  name, 

For  we  didn't  stop  there,  or  anywhere 
For  a  dozen  miles  on  either  side. 
Well,  as  I  say,  just  there  jou  slide. 

With  your  steam  shut  off  and  your  brakes   in 
band, 

Down  the  steepest  and  longest  grade  in  the  land, 

At  a  pace  that,  I  promise  you,  is  grand. 
We  were  just  there  with  the  express, 
When  I  caught  sight  of  a  girl's  white  dress 

On  the  bank  ahead ;  and  as  we  passed^ 

You  have  no  notion  how  fast — 

She  sank  back  seared  frum  our  baleful  blast. 

We  were  going — a  mile  and  a  quarter  a  minute — 
With  vans  and  carriages— down  the  incline! 

Rut  I  saw  her  face,  and  the  sunshine  in  it; 

I  looked  in  her  eyes,  and  she  looked  in  mine 
As  the  train  went  by,  like  a  shot  from  a  mortar: 

A  iTiaring  hell-bi-eath  of  dust  and  smoke. 

And  it  was  a  minute  before  I  woke. 
When  she  lay  behind  us — a  mile  and  a  quarter. 

And  the  years  went  on,  and  the  express 
Leaped  in  her  black  resistlessness, 

Kvening  by  evening,  England  through. — 

Will^God  rest  him! — was  found — a  mash 

Of  bleeding  rags,  in  a  fearful  smash 

He  Hiarie  of  rhristmaa  train  at  Crewe. 

It  chHTiced  I  was  ill  the  night  of  the  mess, 

Ov  I  sliouldn'l  now  he  here  alive; 


1G8  POEMS  OF  TRAGEDY. 

But  thereafter,  the  five  o'clock  out  express, 
Evening  by  evening,  I  used  to  drive. 

And  often  I  saw  her :  that  lady,  I  mean. 

That  I  spoke  of  before.     She  often  stood 
Atop  of  the  bank ; — it  was  pretty  high, 

Say,  twenty  feet,  and  backed  by  a  wood. — 
She  would  pick  daisies  out  of  the  green 

To  lling  down  at  us  as  we  went  by. 
We  had  grown  to  be  friends,  too,  she  and  I. 
Though  I  was  a  stalwart,  grimy  chap, 
And  she  a  lady !  I  'd  wave  my  cap 

Evening  by  evening,  when  I  'd  spy 
That  she  was  there,  in  the  summer  air. 

Watching  the  sun  sink  out  of  the  sky. 

Oh,  I  didn't  see  her  every  night : 

Bless  you !  no ;  just  now  and  then, 
And  not  at  all  for  a  twelvemonth  quite. 

Then,  one  evening,  I  saw  her  again. 
Alone,  as  ever — but  wild  and  pale — 
Climbing  down  on  the  line,  on  the  very  rail. 
While  a  light  as  of  hell  from  our  wild  wheels 
broke. 

Tearing   down    the   slope   with    their   devilish 
clamors 

And  deafening  din,  as  of  giant  hammers 
That  smote  in  a  whirlwind  of  dust  and  smoke 

All  the  instant  or  so  that  we  sped  to  meet  her. 

Never,  O  never,  had  she  seemed  sweeter ! — 
I  let  yell  the  whistle,  reversing  the  stroke, 
Down  that  awful  incline;  and  signalled  the  guard 
To  put  on  his  brakes  at  once,  and  hard  ! — 
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Though  we  couldn't  have  stopped. 

the  rail 
Into  BplinterH  and  sparks,  but  without  avail. 
We  couldn't  stop;  and  she  wouldn't  stir, 
Saving  to  turn  us  liei"  eyea,  and  sti'etch 
Her  amis  to  iia:— and  the  desiierate  wit'tch 
I  pitied,  comprehending  her. 
So  the  iiralies  let  o£P,  and  the  steam  fnli  again. 
Sprang  down  on  the  lady  tlie  terrible  train. — 
She  never  flinched.     We  beat  her  down, 
And  ran  on  through  the  lighted  length  of  the  town 
Itefore  we  could  stop  to  see  what  was  done. 

Yes,  I  've  run  over  more  than  one ! 
Full  a  dozen,  I  should  say ;  but  none 
That  I  pitied  as  I  pitied  her. 
If  I  could  have  stopped — with  all  tbe  spur 
Of  the  train's  weight  on,  and  cannily — 
But  it  never  would  do  with  a  lad  like  me 
And  she  a  lady, — or  had  been.^Sir? — 
We  won't  say  any  more  of  lier ; 
The  world  is  hard.     But  I  'm  lier  friend, 
Right  through— down  to  the  world's  end. 
It  is  a  curl  of  her  sunny  hair 
Set  in  this  locket  that  I  wear; 
1  picked  it  off  the  big  wheel  there. — 
Time's  up, Jack — Stand  clear,  sir.     Yes, 
We  're  going  out  with  the  express.  ' 

WILLIAM    W1LKIN8. 
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REVELRY   OF   THE    DYING. 

[Supposed  to  be  written  in  India,  while  the  plague  was 
raging,  and  playing  havoc  among  the  British  residents  and 
troops  stationed  there.] 

We  meet  'neatli  the  sounding  rafter, 

And  the  walls  around  are  bare ; 
As  they  shout  to  our  i)eals  of  laughter, 

It  seems  that  the  dead  are  there. 
But  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady ! 

We  drink  to  our  comrades'  eyes; 
Quaff  a  cup  to  the  dead  already — 

And  hurrah  for  the  next  that  dies! 

Not  here  are  the  goblets  glowing, 

Not  here  is  the  vintage  sweet ; 
'T  is  cold,  as  our  hearts  are  growing, 

And  dark  as  the  doom  we  meet. 
But  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady ! 

And  soon  shall  our  pulses  rise; 
A  cup  to  the  dead  already — 

Hurrah  for  the  next  that  dies! 

Not  a  sigh  for  the  lot  that  darkles. 

Not  a  tear  for  the  friends  that  sink ; 
We  Ml  fall,  mids^t  the  wine-cup's  sparkles, 

As  mute  as  the  wine  we  drink. 
So  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady! 

'T  is  this  that  the  respite  buys; 
One  cup  to  the  dead  already — 

Hurrah  for  the  next  that  dies! 
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Time  was  when  we  frowned  at  others ; 

We  thought  we  were  wiser  then  ; 
Ba!  ha!  let  those  think  of  their  mothers, 

Who  hope  to  aee  them  again. 
No!  stand  to  joui"  glasses,  ateadj-! 

The  thoughtless  are  hei-e  the  wise; 
A  cup  to  the  dead  already — 

Hurrah  for  the  next  that  dies! 

There's  many  a  hand  that's  shaking, 

There  'a  many  a  cheek  that 's  sunk ; 
But  soon,  though  our  hearts  are  breaking, 

They  '11  burn  with  the  wine  we  've  drunk. 
So  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady! 

'T  is  here  the  revival  lies; 
A  cup  to  the  dead  already^ 

Hurrah  for  the  next  that  diea ! 

There  "s  a  mist  on  the  glass  congealing, 

'T  is  the  hurricane's  iiery  breath; 
And  thus  does  the  warmth  of  feeling 

Tnrn  ice  in  the  grasp  of  Death. 
Ho !  Hiand  tu  your  ghisses,  steady ! 

For  a  moment  the  vapor  flies; 
A  (lup  to  the  dead  already— 

Hurnih  for  the  next  that  dies! 

Who  dreads  to  the  dust  returning? 

^^'ho  shrinks  from  the  sable  shore, 
Where  the  high  and  haughty  yearning 

Of  tlie  soul  shall  sting  no  more! 
Ho!  stand  to  ymii'  glasses,  steady  ! 


4 


172  POEMS  OF  TRAGEDY. 

A  cup  to  the  dead  already — 
Hurrah  for  the  next  that  dies ! 

Cut  off  from  the  hind  that  bore  us, 

Defrayed  by  tlie  land  we  find, 
Whei-e  Ihe  brightest  have  gone  before  us, 

And  the  dullest  remain  behind — 
Stand,  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady! 

'T  is  all  we  have  left  to  ja'ize; 
A  euj)  to  the  dead  already — 

And  hurrah  for  the  next  that  dies ! 

BARTHOLOMEW   BOWLING. 


THE    DRUMMER-BOY^S    BURIAL. 

All  day   long  the  storm  of  battle  through  the 

startled  valley  swept; 
All  night  long  the  stars  in  heaven  o'er  the  slain 

sad  vigils  kept. 

O,  the  ghastly  upturned  faces  gleaming  whitely 
through  the  night! 

O,  the  heaps  of  mangled  corses  in  that  dim  sepul- 
chral light! 

One  by  one  the  pale  stars  faded,  and  at  length 

the  morning  broke ; 
But  not  one  of  all  the  sleepers  on  that  field  of 

death  awoke. 

Slow^ly   passed   the  golden   hours   of   that   long 

bright  summer  da}'^, 
And  upon  that  field  of  carnage  still  the  dead 

unburied  lay. 


AMERICA. 

Lay  there  slark  and  cold,  but  pleading  with  a 

dumb.  uuL-easing  prayer, 
For  a  little  dust  to  liidt  tbem  from  the  staring 

suu  and  air. 

But  the  foeaian  lield  jiossesslon  of  that  hard-wou 

battle-plain, 
In  unholy  wrath  denying  even  burial  to  our  elaiu. 

Once    again    the   night   di-opped    round  them, — 

night  BO  holy  and  so  calm 

That  the  nioonbeama  hushed  the  spirit,  like  the 

sound  of  prayer  or  psalm. 

On  a  couch  of  trampled  grasses,  just  apart  from 

all  the  rest, 
Lay  a  fair  young  boy,  with  small  hands  meekly 

folded  on  his  breast- 
Death  had  touched  him  very  gently,  and  he  lay 

as  if  in  sleep; 
Lven   his  mother  scarce  had  shuddered  at  that 

slumber  calm  and  deep. 

For  a,  smile  of  wondrous  sweetness  lent  a  radi- 
ance to  the  face. 

And  the  baud  of  cunning  sculptor  cuuld  have 
added  naught  of  grace 

To  the  marble  iimba  so  jierfect  in  their  passion- 
less repose. 

Robbed  of  all  save  matchless  purity  by  hard, 
unpitying  foes. 
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And  the  broken  drum  beside  him  all  his  life's  short 

story  told : 
How  he  did  his  duty  bravely  till  the  death-tide 

o'er  him  rolled. 

Midnight  came  with  ebon  garments  and  a  diadem 

of  stars, 
While  right  upward  in  the  zenith  hung  the  fiery 

planet  Mars. 

Hark !  a  sound  of  stealthy  footsteps  and  of  voices 

whispering  low, 
Was   it   nothing   but   the  young   leaves,   or   the 

brooklet's  murmuring  flow? 

Clinging  closely  to  each  other,  striving  never  to 

look  round 
As  they  passed  with  silent  shudder  the  pale  corses 

on  the  ground. 

Came  two  little  maidens, — sisters,  with  a  light 

and  hasty  tread, 
And  a  look  upon  their  faces,  half  of  sorrow,  half 

of  dread. 

And  they  did  not  pause  nor  falter  till,  with  throb- 
bing hearts,  they  stood 

Where  the  drummer-boy  was  lying  in  that  partial 
solitude. 

They  had  brought  some  simple  garments  from 

their  wardrobe's  scanty  store, 
And   two    heavy    iron    shovels    in    their   slender 

hands  they  bore. 


AMRRICA.  ITS 

Tlien    tlie.v    (|iiii:lvi_v   kui'K    bo»i<lQ    him,   crushing 

back  the  jiityiu^'  Icars, 
For  they  had  no  timt'  for  wL'e)iiL'|,  nor  for  any 

girlish  fears. 

And  they  robed  the  icy  body,  Mliile  uo  glow  of 

maiden  aha  me 
Changed  the  pallor  of  their  foreheads  to  a  flash 

of  iamlaent  flame. 

For  their  saintly  hearts  yearned  oVr  it  in  that 
hour  of  sorest  need, 

And  they  felt  that  Death  was  holy,  and  it  sanc- 
tified the  deed. 

But    they   smiled    and    kissed   each   other   when 

their  new  strange  task  was  o'er. 
And  the  form  that  lay  before  them  its  unwonted 

garments  wore. 

Then  with  slow  and  weary  labor  a  small  grave 

they  hollowed  out, 
And  tlit-y  lined  it  with  the  withered  grass  and 

leaves  that  lay  about. 

I'ut  the  day  was  slowly  breal;ing  ere  their  holy 

work  was  done, 
.\nd  in  crimson  pomp  the  morning  heralded  again 

the  sun. 

(icntly  then  those  little  maidens — they  were  chil- 

di'cTt  iif  our  foew— 
l,;ii(I  the  body  of  our  drummer-boy  1o  undisturbed 

repose. 

ANOXYMOL'S. 
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RAMON. 

REFUGIO    MINE,    NORTHERN    MEXICO. 

Drunk  and  senseless  in  his  place, 
Prone  and  sprawling  on  his  face, 
More  like  brute  than  any  man 
Alive  or  dead, — 
By  his  great  pump  out  of  gear, 
Lay  the  peon  engineer. 
Waking  only  just  to  hear. 

Overhead, 
Angry  tones  that  called  his  name. 
Oaths  and  cries  of  bitter  blame, — 
Woke  to  hear  all  this,  and  waking,  turned  and 
fled! 

"  To  the  man  who  Ml  bring  to  me," 

Cried  Intendant  Harry  Lee, — 
Harry  Lee,  the  English  foreman  of  the  mine, — 

"  Bring  the  sot  alive  or  dead, 

I  will  give  to  him,"  he  said, 

"  Fifteen  hundred  pesos  down, 

Just  to  set  the  rascal's  crown 
Underneath  this  heel  of  mine: 
Since  but  death 

Deserves  the  man  whose  deed, 

Be  it  vice  or  want  of  heed. 

Stops  the  pumps  that  give  us  breath, — 

Stops  the  pumps  that  suck  the  death 
From  the  poisoned  lower  level  of  the  mine ! " 


AMERICA. 

No  one  answered,  for  a  cry 
From  the  shaft  rose  up  on  high ; 
And  shuffling,  stTambiing,  tumbling  from  below, 
Came  the  miners  eaeh,  the  bolder 
Mounting  on  the  weaver's  shoulder, 
Grappling,  elinging  to  their  bold  or 

Letting  go. 
As  the  weaker  gasped  and  fell 
From  the  ladder  to  the  well, — 
To  the  poisoned  pit  of  hell 

Down  below ! 

"  To  the  man  who  sets  them  free." 
Cried  the  foi-eman,  Harry  Lee, — 

Harry  Lee,  tha  Kaglish  foreman  of  the  mine, — 
"  Brings  them  out  and  sets  them  free, 
I  will  give  that  man,"  said  he, 
"  Twice  that  sum,  who  with  a  roi)e 
Face  to  face  with  death  stiall  cope: 
Let  him  come  who  dares  to  hope!  " 
"  Hold  your  peace !  -'  some  one  replied, 
Standing  by  the  foreman's  side; 

"  There  has  one  already  gone,  whoe'er  he  be ! " 

Then  they  held  their  breath  with  awe, 
I'uIIing  on  the  rojie,  and  saw 
Fainting  figures  i-eappear. 
On  the  black  ropes  swinging  clear. 
Fastened  by  some  skilful  hand  from  below; 
Till  a  score  the  level  gained, 
And  but  one  alone  remained, — 
He  the  hero  and  the  last, 
He  whose  skilful  hand  made  fast 
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The  long  line  that  brought  them  back  to  hope  and 
cheer  I 

Haggard,  gasping,  down  dropped  he 
At  the  feet  of  Harry  Lee, — 
Harry  Lee,  the  English  foreman  of  the  mine; 
"  I  have  come,"  he  gasped,  "  to  claim 
Both  rew  ards,  Seilor, — my  name 

Is  Ramon ! 
I  'm  the  drunken  engineer, — 
1  'm  the  coward,  Sefior — "     Here 
He  fell  over,  by  that  sign 

Dead  as  stone ! 

BRET    HARTE. 


AT   THE  CEDARS. 


You  had  two  girls — Baptiste — 
One  is  Virginie — 
Hold  hard — Baptiste ! 
Listen  to  me. 

The  whole  drive  was  jammed, 
In  that  bend  at  the  Cedars; 
The  rapids  were  dammed 
With  the  logs  tight  rammed 
And  crammed;  you  might  know 
The  devil  had  clinched  them  below. 

We  worked  three  days — not  a  budge ! 
"  She  's  as  tight  as  a  wedge 
On  the  ledge," 
Says  our  foreman : 


"  Mon  Dien  !  boys,  look  hpi-e. 
We  must  get  this  thing  clear. 
He  cursed  at  tlie 
And  we  went  for  it  then ; 
With  our  cant-dogs  a: 
We  just  gave  he-_vo-Lo, 
When  she  gave  a  big  shove 
From  above. 

The  gang  yelled,  and  tore 
For  the  shore ; 
The  loga  gave  a  grind. 
Like  a  wolf's  jaws  behind, 
And  as  quick  as  a  flash. 
With  a  shove  and  a  crash, 
They  were  dowu  in  a  maah. 
But  I  and  ten  more. 
All  but  Isaic  Dufour, 
Were  ashore. 

He  leaped  on  a  log  in  tiie  front  of  the  rush. 

And  shot  out  from  tiie  bind 

While  the  jam  roared  behind ; 

As  he  floated  along 

He  balanced  his  pole 

And  tossed  us  a  song. 

But,  juat  as  we  cheered, 

Up  darted  a  log  from  the  bottom, 

Leaped  thirty  feet  fair  and  square, 

^Vnd  came  down  on  his  own. 

Ho  wont  up  like  a  block 

With  the  shock; 

And  when  he  was  there. 
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In  the  air, 

Kissed  his  hand 

To  the  hind. 

When  he  dropped 

My  heart  stopped, 

For  the  first  log  had  caught  him 

And  crushed  him; 

When  he  rose  in  his  place 

There  was  blood  on  his  face. 

There  were  some  girls,  Baptiste, 
Picking  berries  on  the  hillside, 
Where  the  river  curls,  Baptiste, 
You  know, — on  the  still  side. 
One  was  down  by  the  water, 
She  saw  Isailc 
Fall  back. 

She  did  not  scream,  Baptiste, 
She  launched  her  canoe ; 
It  did  seem,  Baptiste, 
That  she  wanted  to  die  too, 
For  before  you  could  think 
The  birch  cracked  like  a  shell 
In  the  rush  of  hell. 
And  I  saw  them  both  sink — 

Baptiste ! 

He  had  two  girls, 

One  is  Virginie ; 

What  God  calls  the  other 

Is  not  known  to  me. 

DUNCAN    CAiAIPBELL    SCOTT. 


THE   SANDS   0'   DEE. 

"  0  Maky,  go  and  call  the  cattle  liome, 
And  call  the  cattle  home, 
And  call  the  cattle  home, 
Across  the  sands  o'  Dee '.  " 
The  western  wind  was  wild  and  dank  wi'  foam. 
And  all  alone  went  she. 

The  creeping  tide  came  up  along  the  sand, 
And  o'er  and  o'er  the  sand. 
And  round  and  round  the  sand. 
As  far  as  e,ye  could  see ; 
The  blinding  mist  came  down  and  hid  the  land: 
And  never  home  came  she. 

"  O,  is  it  weed,  or  fish,  or  floating  hair, — 
A  tress  o'  golden  hair, 
O'  drowned  maiden's  hair, — 
Ahove  the  nets  at  sea? 
Was  never  salmon  yet  that  shone  so  fair, 
Among  the  stakes  on  Dee." 

They  rowed  her  in  across  the  rolling  foam, — 
The  cruel,  crawling  foam. 
The  cruel,  hungry  foam, — 
To  her  grave  beside  the  sea ; 
But  still  the  hoatmen  hear  her  call  the  cattle  home 
Across  the  sands  o'  Dee. 

CRAKLES    KI^GSLEY. 
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ON  THE  LOSS  OF  THE  ROYAL  GEORGE. 

WRITTEN    WHEN    THE    NEWS   ARRIVED;  1782. 

Toll  for  the  brave, — 

The  brave  that  are  no  more ! 

All  sunk  beneath  the  wave, 
Fast  by  their  native  shore. 

Eight  hundred  of  the  brave, 
Whose  courage  well  was  tried, 

Had  made  the  vessel  heel, 
And  laid  her  on  her  side. 

A  land-breeze  shook  the  shrouds, 

And  she  was  overset ; 
Down  went  the  Royal  George, 

With  all  her  crew  complete. 

Toll  for  the  brave ! 

Brave  Kempenfelt  is  gone ; 
His  last  sea-fight  is  fought, 

His  work  of  glory  done. 

It  was  not  in  the  battle ; 

No  tempest  gave  the  shock ; 
She  sprang  no  fatal  leak ; 

She  ran  upon  no  rock. 

His  sword  was  in  its  sheath. 

His  fingers  held  the  pen, 
When  Kempenfelt  went  down 

With  twice  four  hundred  men. 


Weigh  the  vessel  up, 

Once  dreaded  by  our  foes! 
And  mingle  with  our  cup 

The  tear  that  England  owes. 


Her  timbers  yet  ait  sound, 

And  she  may  Boat  again, 
Full  charged  with  England's  thunder, 

And  plough  the  distant  main. 

But  Kempenfelt  is  gone; 

His  victories  are  o'er; 
And  be  and  his  eight  hundred 

Bhall  plough  the  wave  no  more. 

[    COWPEE. 


THE   THREK   FISHERS. 

Three  fishers  went  sailing  out  into  the  west, — 

Out  into  the  west  as  the  sun  wont  down; 
Ea<'h  thought  of  the  woman  who  loved  him  the 
beat, 
And  the  children  stood  watching  them  out  of 
the  town ; 
For  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep ; 
And  there' s  little  to  earn,  and  many  to  keep, 
Though  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

Three  wives  sat  u])  in  the  light-house  tower, 

And  trimmed  the  Iani])s  as  the  sun  went  down; 
And  they  looked  at  the  squall,  and  they  looked  at 
the  shower. 
And  the  rack  it  came  rolling  up,  ragged  and 
brown ; 
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But  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep, 
Though  storms  be  sudden,  and  waters  deep, 
And  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

Three  corpses  lay  out  on  the  shining  sands 

In  the  morning  gleam  as  the  tide  went  down. 
And  the  women  are  watching  and  wringing  their 
hands, 
For  those  who  will   never  come  back  to  the 
town ; 
For  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep, — 
And  the  sooner  it 's  over,  the  sooner  to  sleep, — 
And  good-bye  to  the  bar  and  its  moaning. 

CHARLES    KINGSLEY. 


CASABIANCA. 

[Young  Casablanca,  a  boy  about  thirteen  years  old,  son 
of  the  Admiral  of  the  Orient,  remained  at  his  post  (in  the 
Battle  of  the  Nile)  after  the  ship  had  taken  fire  and  all  the 
guns  had  been  abandoned,  and  perished  in  the  explosion 
of  the  vessel,  when  the  flames  had  reached  the  powder.] 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 

Whence  all  but  him  had  fled; 
The  flame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck 

Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 

Yet  beautiful  and  bright  he  stood, 

As  born  to  rule  the  storm ; 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A  proud  though  childlike  form. 

The  flames  rolled  on ;  he  would  not  go 
Without  his  father's  word; 
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That  father,  faiut  in  death  below, 
His  Toice  no  longer  heard. 

He  called  alond,  '•  Sa,y,  father,  eay, 

If  yet  my  task  be  done ! '' 
He  knew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 

Unconsoious  of  his  »on. 

"  Speak,  father! "  once  again  he  cried, 

"  If  I  may  yet  be  gone !  " 
And  but  the  booming  Rhots  replied, 

And  fast  the  flames  rolled  on. 

Upon  his  hrow  he  felt  their  breath, 

And  in  his  waving  hair, 
And  looked  from  that  lone  post  of  death 

In  Btill  yet  brave  despair; 

And  shouted  but  once  more  aloud. 

"My  father!  must  I  stay?" 
While  o'er  him  fast,  through  sail  and  sbroud, 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ship  in  splendor  wild,  , 

They  caught  the  (lag  on  high, 
And  streamed  above  the  gallant  child, 

Like  banners  in  the  sky. 

There  came  a  burst  of  thunder  sound ; 

Tlie  boy, — Oh !  where  was  he? 
Ask  of  the  winds,  that  far  around 

With  fragments  strewed  the  sea, — 
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With  shroud  and  mast  and  pennon  fair, 
That  well  had  borne  their  part, — 

Birt  the  noblest  thing  that  perished  there 
Was  that  young,  faithful  heart. 

FELICIA    HEMANS. 


THE   WRECK   OF   THE   HESPERUS. 

It  was  the  schooner  Hesperus 

That  sailed  the  wintry  sea; 
And  the  skipper  had  taken  his  little  daughter, 

To  bear  him  company. 

Blue  were  her  eyes  as  the  fairy  flax, 
Her  cheeks  like  the  dawn  of  dav, 

And  her  bosom  white  as  the  hawthorn  buds, 
That  ope  in  the  month  of  May. 

The  skipper  he  stood  beside  the  helm; 

His  pipe  was  in  his  mouth ; 
And  he  watched  how  the  veering  flaw  did  blow 

The  smoke,  now  west,  now  south. 

Then  up  and  spake  an  old  sailor. 

Had  sailed  the  Spanish  main : 
"  I  pray  thee,  put  into  yonder  port. 

For  I  fear  a  hurricane. 

"  Last  night  the  moon  had  a  golden  ring, 
And  to-night  no  moon  we  see! " 

The  skipper  he  blew  a  whiff  from  his  pipe, 
And  a  scornful  laugh  laughed  he. 


TBE  ^EA. 


Colder  and  loader  blew  the  wind, 

A  gale  from  the  northeast; 
The  snow  fell  hissing  in  the  brine, 

And  the  billows  frothed  like  j-eaat. 

Down  came  the  storm,  aad  smote  nnmin 

The  vessel  in  its  strength  ; 
She  shuddered  and  pansed  lilie  a  frighted  steed, 

Then  leaped  her  cable's  length, 

"Come  hither!  come  hither  my  little  daughter, 

And  do  not  tremble  so; 
For  I  can  weatlier  the  roughest  gale 

That  ever  wind  did  blow." 

He  wrapped  her  warm  in  his  seaman's  coat 

Against  the  stinging  blast; 
He  cut  a  rope  from  a  broken  spar, 

And  bound  ber  to  the  mast. 

"O  father!  I  hear  the  church-bells  ring; 

Oh  sa.v,  what  may  it  be?" 
"  'T  is  a  fog-bell  on  a  roclr -bound  coast!  " 

And  he  steered  for  the  open  sea. 

"  O  father !  I  hear  the  sound  of  guns ; 

Oh  sa.v,  what  may  it  be?" 
"  Some  ship  in  distress,  that  cannot  live 

In  such  an  angry  sea ! " 

"  0  father!  T  see  a  gleaming  light! 

Oil  say.  what  may  it  be?" 
But  the  father  answered  never  a  word — 

A  frOKCn  corpse  was  he. 
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Lashed  to  the  helm,  all  stiff  and  stark^ 
With  his  face  turned  to  the  skies, 

The  lantern  gleamed  through  the  gleaming  snow 
On  his  fixed  and  glassy  eyes. 

Then  the  maiden  clasped  her  hands  and  prayed 

That  saved  she  might  be ! 
And  she  thought  of  Christ,  who  stilled  the  wave 

On  the  Lake  of  Galilee. 

And  fast  through  the  midnight  dark  and  drear. 
Through  the  whistling  sleet  and  snow, 

Like  a  sheeted  ghost,  the  vessel  swept 
Towards  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woe. 

And  ever,  the  fitful  gusts  between, 

A  sound  came  from  the  land ; 
It  was  the  sound  of  the  trampling  surf 

On  the  rocks  and  the  hard  sea-sand. 

The  breakers  were  right  beneath  her  bows; 

She  drifted  a  dreary  wreck; 
And  a  whooping  billow  swept  the  crew. 

Like  icicles,  from  her  deck. 

She  struck  where  the  white  and  fleecy  waves 

Looked  soft  as  carded  wool ; 
But  the  cruel  rocks  they  gored  her  side 

Like  the  horns  of  an  angry  bull. 

Her  rattling  shrouds,  all  sheathed  in  ice, 
With  the  mast  went  by  the  board ; 

Like  a  vessel  of  glass,  she  stove  and  sank — 
Ho !  ho !  the  breakers  roared ! 
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At  daybreak,  on  the  bleak  sea-beach, 

A  flahermao  stood  aghast, 
To  see  the  form  of  a  maiden  fair, 

Lashed  close  to  a  drifting  mast. 

The  salt  sea  was  frozen  on  her  breast, 

The  salt  tt-ars  in  her  eyes; 
And  he  saw  her  hair,  like  the  brown  sea-weed, 

Oq  the  billows  fall  and  rise. 

Such  was  the  wreck  of  the  Hesperua, 
Tn  the  midnight  and  the  snow; 

Christ  save  us  all  from  a  death  like  this, 
On  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woe ! 

HENitV    WADSWOKTH    LONGFELLOW. 


THE    SECOND   MATE. 

"  Ho,  there '.     Fisherman,  hold  your  hand ! 

Teil  me,  what  is  that  far  away, — 
There,  where  over  the  isle  of  sand 

Hangs  the  mist-cloud  sullen  aud  gray? 
See !  it  rocks  with  a  ghastly  life, 

Rising  and  rolling  through  clouds  of  spray, 
Uight  in  the  midst  of  the  breakers'  strife, — 

Tell  me  what  is  it,  Fisherman,  pray?" 

"  That,  good  sir,  was  a  steamer  stout 
As  ever  paddled  around  Cape  Race; 

And  many  's  the  wild  and  stormy  bout 

Wliehad  with  the  winds,  in  that  self-same  place; 

lint  her  time  was  come;  and  at  ten  o'clock 
Last  uiglit  she  struck  on  that  lonesome  shore; 
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And  her  sides  were  gnawed  by  the  hidden  rock, 
And  at  dawn  this  morning  she  was  no  more." 

*^  Come,  as  you  seem  to  know,  good  man, 

The  terrible  fate  of  this  gallant  ship, 
Tell  me  about  her  all  that  you  can ; 

And  here  's  my  flask  to  moisten  your  lip. 
Tell  me  how  many  she  had  aboard, — 

Wives,  and  husbands,  and  lovers  true, — 
How  did  it  fare  with  her  human  hoard? 

Lost  she  many,  or  lost  she  few?  " 

"  Master,  I  may  not  drink  of  your  flask, 

Already  too  moist  I  feel  my  lip; 
But  I  'm  ready  to  do  what  else  you  ask, 

And  spin  you  my  yarn  about  the  ship. 
'T  was  ten  o'clock,  as  I  said,  last  night, 

When  she  struck  the  bi'eakers  and  went  ashore ; 
And  scarce  had  broken  the  morning's  light 

When  she  sank  in  twelve  feet  of  water  or  more. 

"  But  long  ere  this  they  knew  her  doom. 

And  the  captain  called  all  hands  to  prayer; 
And  solemnly  over  the  ocean's  boom 

Their  orisons  wailed  on  the  troublous  air. 
And  round  about  the  vessel  there  rose 

Tall  plumes  of  spray  as  white  as  snow, 
Like  angels  in  their  ascension  clothes, 

Waiting  for  those  who  prayed  below. 

"  So  these  three  hundred  people  clung 
As  well  as  they  could,  to  spar  and  rope; 
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With  a  word  of  praypr  upon  t'vfiy  tongue, 
Xor  on  any  face  a  glimuier  of  hope. 

But  there  was  uo  blubbering  weak  aud  wild, — 
Of  tearful  faces  I  saw  but  one, 

A  rough  old  salt,  who  eried  like  a  child, 
And  not  for  himself,  but  the  eaptalu's  aoil. 

"  The  captain  stood  on  the  qnarter-deuk, 

Firm  but  pale  with  trumpet  in  hand; 
Sometimes  he  looked  at  the  breaking  wreck, 

Sometimes  he  sadly  looked  to  land; 
And  often  he  smiled  to  cheer  the  crew — 

But,  Lord !  the  smile  was  terrible  grim — 
Till  over  the  quarter  a  huge  sea  flew ; 

And  that  was  the  last  tliey  saw  of  him. 

"  I  saw  one  young  fellow  with  his  bride, 

Standing  amidships  upon  the  wreck; 
nifl  face  was  white  as  the  boiling  tide, 

And  she  wa»  clinging  about  his  neck. 
And  I  saw  them  try  to  say  good-bye, 

lint  neither  could  hear  tlie  other  si)eak; 
So  they  iloated  away  through  the  sea  to  die — 

Shoulder  to  shoulder  and  cheek  to  cheek. 

"  And  there  was  a  child,  but  eight  at  best. 

Who  went  his  wav  in  a  sea  she  shipjied, 
.\ll  the  while  holding  upon  his  bi-eaat 

A  little  jiet  parrot  whose  wings  were  clipped. 
And.  as  the  boy  and  the  bird  went  by, 

Kwiuginji  away  on  a  tall  wave's  crest, 
They  were  grijiped  by  a  man.  with  a  drowning  cry. 

And  together  the  tlii'ee  went  down  to  rest. 
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«  And  so  the  crew  went  one  by  one, 

Some  with  gladness,  and  few  with  fear, — 
Cold  and  hardship  such  work  had  done 

That  few  seemed  frightened  when  death  was 
near. 
Thus  every  soul  on  board  went  down, — 

Sailor  and  passenger,  little  and  great ; 
The  last  that  sank  was  a  man  of  my  town, 

A  capital  swimmer, — the  second  mate." 

"  Now,  lonely  fisherman,  who  are  you 

That  say  you  saw  this  terrible  wreck  ? 
How  do  I  know  what  you  say  is  true. 

When  every  mortal  was  swept  from  the  deck  ? 
Where  were  you  in  that  hour  of  death  ? 

How  did  you  learn  what  you  relate  ?  " 
His  answer  came  in  an  under-breath 

"  Master,  I  was  the  second  mate  !  " 

^^  FITZ-JAMES  O'BRIEN. 

^  

^    -^  A  SEA  STORY. 

^/  Silence.     A  while  ago 

-  1 "  Shrieks  went  up  piercingly ; 

'  \  But  now  is  the  ship  gone  down  ; 

3^  *  V  ''  Good  ship,  well  manned,  was  she. 

V  >-"  "^  C        .  ^  There 's  a  raft  that 's  a  chance  of  life  for  one, 

I  .  This  day  upon  the  sea. 


t^^ 


"v 


A  chance  for  <gne  of  two 

Young,  strong,  are  he  and  he, 
Just  in  the  manhood  prime. 

The  eomelier,  verily, 


i . 


•  •# 


THE  SEA.  ih; 

For  the  wrestle  with  wind  rind  wtiatlier  anil 
wave, 
In  tlie  life  upon  the  sea. 

One  of  them  has  a  wife 

And  little  cliildren  three ; 
Two  that  can  toddle  and  lisp, 

And  a  suckling  on  the  knee : 
Naked  they  11  go,  and  hunger  sore, 

If  he  be  lost  at  sea. 

One  has  a  dream  of  home, 

A  dream  tliat  well  may  be : 
He  never  haa  hreathed  It  yet ; 

She  never  has  known  it,  she. 
But  some  one  will  be  sick  at  heart 

If  he  be  lost  at  sea. 

«  Wife  and  kids  at  home  1  — 

Wife,  kids,  nor  home  has  he  I  — 

Give  us  a  chance,  Bill  I  "     Then, 
"  All  right,  Jem !  "     Quietly 

A  man  gives  up  his  life  for  a  man, 
This  day  upon  the  sea. 

ElULY  HENRIETTA  HlfKEY. 
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WOMAN. 
When  Eve  brouglit  ipoc  to  all  mfinkintl 
Old  Adam  called  her  woman; 
But  when  she  wooed  with  love  so  kind, 
He  then  jironouncpd  her  woo-man. 
But  HOW,  with  folly  and  with  pride, 
Their  hnsbands'  pockets  trimming, 
The  women  are  so  full  of  nhiina 
That  men  pronounce  them  ichiiiiieti! 

ASOSYMOUS. 

THE    WOMEN    FO'K.» 
O,  SAiRLY  may  I  rue  the  day 
I  fancied  first  the  womenkind; 

•  The  air  of  tliis  song  is  my  own.  It  was  first  set  to 
rnusic  hy  Heather,  and  most  beautifully  set  too.  It  was 
afterwards  set  by  Dewar,  wliether  with  the  same  accom- 
paniments or  not,  I  liave  forgot.  It  is  niy  own  favorite 
hiimoTOvii  song,  when  forced  to  sing  by  ladies  against  my 
will,  which  too  frequently  happens ;  and.  notwithstanding 
my  wood-notes  wild,  it  will  never  be  sung  by  any  so  well 
again.— The  Author. 
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For  aye  sinsyne  I  ne'er  can  hae 
Ae  quiet  thought  or  peace  o'  mind! 

They  hae  plagued  my  heart  an'  pleased  my  e'e, 
An'  teased  an'  flattered  me  at  will, 

But  aye  for  a'  their  witcherye, 
The  pawky  things  I  lo'e  them  still. 

0  the  women  fo^k!  0  the  women  fo'k! 

But  they  hae  heen  the  wreck  o^  me; 
0  weary  fa'  the  women  fo'k, 

For  they  winna  let  a  body  be! 

I  hae  thought  an'  thought,  but  darena  tell, 

I  've  studied  them  wi'  a'  my  skill, 
I  've  lo'd  them  better  than  mysell, 

I  've  tried  again  to  like  them  ill. 
Wha  sairest  strives,  will  sairest  rue, 

To  comprehend  what  nae  man  can ; 
When  he  has  done  what  man  can  do, 

He  '11  end  at  last  where  he  began. 
0  the  women  fo^kj  etc. 

That  they  hae  gentle  forms  an'  meet, 

A  man  wi'  half  a  look  may  see; 
An  gracefu'  airs,  an'  faces  sweet, 

An'  waving  curls  aboon  the  bree ; 
An'  smiles  as  soft  as  the  young  rosebud, 

And  een  sae  pawky,  bright,  an'  rare, 
Wad  lure  the  laverock  frae  the  cludd, — 

But,  laddie,  seek  to  ken  nae  mair! 
0  the  women  fo'k,  etc. 

Even  but  this  night  nae  farther  gane. 
The  date  is  neither  lost  nor  lang. 
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I  tak  je  nitneas  ilka  suit!, 

Ho*v  fell  they  fought,  nnd  fairly  dang. 
Their  point  they  've  carried  right  or  wrang, 

Without  a  reason,  rhyme,  or  law. 
An'  forced  a  man  to  sing  a  sang. 

That  neVr  could  sing  a  verso  avu, 

0  the  pro/Men  fo'k!  0  the  momen  fo'U! 

lint  they  hac  been  the  wreck  o'  me; 
0  weary  fa'  the  women  fo'k. 

For  they  winna  let  a  body  Be.' 

JAMES    HOGG. 


OF    A    CERTAINE    MAN. 

Theke    was     (not    certaine    when)     a    certaine 

preacher, 
That  never  learned,  and  yet  became  a  teai-Uer, 
Who  having  read  in  Latine  thus  a  text 
Of  erat  giiiilam  homo,  much  perplext. 
He  seemed  the  same  with  studie  great  to  scan, 
In  Knglish  thus,  There  was  a  certaine  man. 
But  now  (quoth  he),  good  people,  note  you  this, 
lie  aaith  there  was,  he  doth  not  say  there  is; 
For  in  these  daies  of  ours  it  is  most  plaine 
Of  promise,  oath,  word,  deed,  no  man  's  certaine; 
Yet  by  my  text  you  see  it  comes  to  passe 
That  surely  once  a  certaine  man  there  was: 
Hut  yet,  I  think,  in  all  your  Bible  no  umn 
Can  finde  this  text.  There  teas  a  certaine  tco- 
iiiati. 
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WOMEN'S    CHORUS. 

They  ^re  always  abusing  the  women, 

As  a  terrible  plague  to  men : 
They  say  we  're  the  root  of  all  evil, 

And  repeat  it  again  and  again ; 
Of  war,  and  quarrels,  and  bloodshed, 

All  mischief,  be  what  it  may! 
And  pray,  then,  why  do  you  marry  us. 

If  we  're  all  the  plagues  you  say? 
And  why  do  you  take  such  care  of  us, 

And  keej)  us  so  safe  at  home. 
And  are  never  easy  a  moment 

If  ever  we  chance  to  roam? 
When  you  ought  to  be  thanking  heaven 

That  your  Plague  is  out  of  the  way, 
You  all  keep  fussing  and  fretting — 

"  Where  is  my  Plague  to-day?  " 
If  a  Plague  peeps  out  of  the  window, 

Up  go  the  eyes  of  men ; 
If  she  hides,  then  they  all  keep  staring 

Until  she  looks  out  again. 

From  the  Greek  of  ARISTOPHANES. 
Translation  of  WILLIAM  COLLINS. 


THE    WIVES    OF    WEINSBERG. 

Wiiicn  way  to  Weinsberg?  neighbor,  say! 

'T  is  sure  a  famous  city: 
It  must  have  cradled,  in  its  day, 
Full  manv  a  maid  of  noble  clav, 

And  matrons  wise  and  witty ; 


,Vnd  if  ever  mai'riiige  should  happen  to  me, 
A  Weinsberg  dame  my  wife  shall  be. 

King  Conrad  onre,  historianB  aay, 

Fell  out  with  this  good  city; 
So  down  he  came,  one  Inckleas  day, — 
Horse,  foot,  dragoons, — in  stern  array, — 

And  cannon,— more 's the  pity! 
Around  the  walla  the  artillery  roared, 
And  bursting  bombs  their  fury  poured. 

But  naught  the  little  town  could  scare; 

Then,  i-ed  with  indignation. 
He  bade  the  herald  straight  repair 
Up  to  the  gates,  and  thunder  thei'e 

The  following  proclamation: — 
"  Rascals '.  when  I  your  town  do  take, 
No  living  thing  shall  save  its  neck ! " 

Now,  when  the  herald's  trumpet  sent 

These  tidings  through  the  city. 
To  every  house  a  death  knell  went ; 
Such  murder-cries  the  hot  air  rent 

Might  move  the  stones  to  pity. 
Then  bread  grew  dear,  but  good  advice 
Could  not  be  had  for  any  price. 

Then,  "  Woe  is  me !  "  "  O  misery ! " 

What  shrieks  of  lamentation! 
And  "  Kyrie  Eleison ! "  cried 
The  pastors,  and  the  flock  replied, 

"  Lord !  save  us  from  starvation !  " 
"Oh,  woe  is  me,  poor  Corydon — 
My  neck, — my  neck !     I  'm  gone, — I  'm  gone ! " 
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Yet  oft,  when  counsel,  deed,  and  prayer 

Had  all  proved  unavailing, 
When  hope  hung  trembling  on  a  hair, 
How  oft  has  woman's  wit  been  there! — 

A  refuge  never  failing; 
For  woman's  wit  and  Papal  fraud, 
Of  olden  time,  were  famed  abroad. 

A  youthful  dame,  j)raised  be  her  name!— 

Last  night  had  seen  her  plighted, — 
Whether  in  waking  hour  or  dream. 
Conceived  a  rare  and  novel  scheme, 

Which  all  the  town  delighted; 
Which  you,  if  you  think  otherwise. 
Have  leave  to  laugh  at  and  despise. 

At  midnight  hour,  when  culverin 

And  gun  and  bomb  were  sleeping. 
Before  the  camp  with  mournful  mien. 
The  loveliest  embassy  were  seen. 

All  kneeling  low  and  weeping. 
So  sweetly,  j)laintively  they  prayed, 
But  no  reply  save  this  was  made : — 

"  The  women  have  free  leave  to  go. 

Each  with  her  choicest  treasure ; 
But  let  the  knaves  their  husbands  know 
That  unto  them  the  King  will  show 

The  weight  of  his  displeasure." 
With  these  sad  terms  the  lovelv  train 
Stole  weeping  from  the  camp  again. 

But  when  the  morning  gilt  the  sky. 
What  happened?     Give  attention: — 


WOMAX. 

TLl'  cit.v  gates  wide  open  Uy, 
And  all  tiae  wlveu  come  trudging  by, 
Eatb  bearing— need  I  mention? — 
Her  own  dear  liiisbnnd  on  hor  biiik, 
All  snugly  seated  in  a  saekl 


Full  many  a  aprig  of  toiiit,  tbe  joke 

Not  relishing,  protested, 
And  urged  the  King;  but  Conrad  spoke: — 
"A  monarch's  woi-d  must  not  be  broke!" 

And  here  the  matter  rested. 
"  Bravo !  "  he  cried,  "  Ha,  ha !     Rravo  I 
Our  lady  guessed  it  would  be  so." 

He  pardoned  all,  and  gave  a  ball 

That  night  at  royal  quarters. 
The  fiddles  sLjueaked,  the  trnnipets  blew, 
And  up  and  down  the  dancers  flew, 

Court  sprigs  with  city  daughters. 
The  nmyor's  wiTe — O  rarest  sight! — 
Danced  with  the  shoemaker  that  night' 

Ah,  whei-e  is  Weinsberg,  sir,  I  pray? 

'T  is  sui-e  a  famous  city : 
It  must  have  cradled  in  its  day 
Full  many  a  nmid  of  noble  clay, 

And  matrons  wise  and  witty; 
And  if  ever  marriage  should  happen  to  me, 
A  Weinsberg  dame  my  wife  shall  be. 
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SORROWS    OF   WERTHER. 

Werther  bad  a  love  for  Charlotte 
Such  as  words  could  never  utter ; 

Would  you  know  how  first  he  met  her? 
She  was  cutting  bread  and  butter. 

Charlotte  was  a  married  lady, 
And  a  moral  man  was  Werther, 

And  for  all  the  wealth  of  Indies 
Would  do  nothing  for  to  hurt  her. 

So  he  sighed  and  pined  and  ogled, 
And  his  passion  boiled  and  bubbled, 

Till  he  blew  his  silly  brains  out, 
And  no  more  was  by  it  troubled. 

Charlotte,  having  seen  his  body 
Borne  before  her  on  a  shutter, 

Like  a  well-conducted  person. 

Went  on  cutting  bread  and  butter. 

WILLIAM    MAKEPEACE    THACKERAY. 


THE    WELL    OF    ST.    KEYNE. 

**  In  the  parish  of  St.  Neots,  Cornwall,  is  a  well  arched 
over  with  the  robes  of  four  kinds  of  trees, — withy,  oak, 
elm,  and  ash, — and  dedicated  to  St.  Keyne.  The  reported 
virtue  of  the  water  is  this,  that,  whether  husband  or  wife 
first  drink  thereof,  they  get  the  mastery  thereby." 

—Fuller. 

A  WELL  there  is  in  the  West  country, 
And  a  clearer  one  never  was  seen; 


Then.'  is  not  ;i  wife  in  the  West -country 
P.ut  Iiiia  hoard  of  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne. 

Au  oak  and  an,  elm  tree  elaiid  beside, 
And  behind  does  au  ash-tree  grow, 

And  a  willow  from  the  bank  above 
Droops  to  tlie  water  below. 

A  traveller  came  to  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne; 

I'leaaaut  it  was  to  his  eye, 
For  from  cock-crow  he  had  been  travelling, 

And  there  was  not  a  cloud  in  the  sky. 

He  drank  of  the  water  so  cool  and  clear, 

For  thirsty  and  hot  was  he, 
And  he  eat  down  upon  the  bank, 

Under  the  willow-tree. 

There  came  a  man  from  the  neighboring  town 

At  the  well  to  fill  his  pail, 

On  the  well-side  he  rested  if. 

And  bade  the  stranger  hall. 

"  Xow  art  thou  a  bachelor,  stranger?  "  quoth  he, 

■■  For  an  if  thou  hast  a  wife, 
The  happiest  draught  thou  hast  drank  this  day 

That  ever  thou  didst  in  thy  life. 

"Or  has  your  good  woman,  if  one  you  have, 

In  Cornwall  ever  been? 
For  au  if  she  have,  I  '11  venture  my  life 

She  has  drunk  of  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne." 
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"  I  have  left  a  good  woman  who  never  was  here," 

The  stranger  he  made  reply ; 
"  But  that  my  draught  should  be  better  for  that, 

I  pray  3'ou  answer  me  why." 

"  St.  Keyne,"  quoth  the  countryman,  "  many  a 
time 

Drank  of  this  crystal  well, 
And  before  the  angel  summoned  her 

She  laid  on  the  water  a  spell. 

*^  If  the  husband  of  this  gifted  well 

Shall  drink  before  his  wife, 
A  happy  man  thenceforth  is  he, 

For  he  shall  be  master  for  life. 

"  But  if  the  wife  should  drink  of  it  first, 

Heaven  help  the  husband  then !  " 
The  stranger  stooped  to  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne, 

And  drank  of  the  waters  again. 

"You  drank  of  the  well,  I  warrant,  betimes?" 

He  to  the  countryman  said. 
But  the  countryman  smiled  as  the  stranger  spake. 

And  sheepishly  shook  his  head. 

"  I  hastened,  as  soon  as  the  wedding  was  done, 

And  left  my  wife  in  the  porch. 
But  i'  faith,  she  had  been  wiser  than  me, 

For  she  took  a  bottle  to  church." 

EOBERT    SOUTHEY. 


THE    BELLE    OF   THE    BALL. 

Ybaks,  years  ago,  ere  yet  my  dreauia 

Had  beeu  of  lioing  wise  or  witty, 
Ere  I  had  dune  with  writing  tiieaies, 

Or  yawned  o'er  tliis  infernal  <.'liitly,— 
Venrs,  years  ago,  wbile  all  my  joys 

Were  in  my  fowling-piece  and  filly; 
In  short,  while  I  waa  yet  a  boy, 

J  fell  in  love  with  Laura  Lilly. 

I  saw  her  at  the  county  ball ; 

There,  when  tbe  HOiindi*  of  tlute  and  tiddle 
(jave  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall 

Of  hands  across  and  down  the  middle, 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  sjiell  by  far 

Of  all  that  sets  young  hearts  romancing: 
She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  star; 

And  then  she  danced, — O  Heaven!  her  dancing. 

Dark  was  lier  hair;  her  hand  was  white; 

Her  voice  was  exquisitely  tender; 
Her  eyes  were  full  of  liquid  light; 

I  never  saw  a  waist  so  slender; 
Her  every  look,  her  every  smile. 

Shot  right  and  left  a  scoi-e  of  arrows : 
1  thought 't  was  Venus  from  her  isle, 

And  wondei-ed  where  she  'd  left  her  sparrows. 


Sli..  tnlUfd  of  [.oliiicsnr  praye 


■  Wordsworth's  sonnets, 


208  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 

Of  danglers  or  of  dancing  bears, 
Of  battles  or  the  last  new  bonnets; 

By  candle-light,  at  twelve  o'clock, — 
To  me  it  mattered  not  a  tittle, — 

If  those  bright  lips  had  quoted  Locke, 
I  might  have  thought  they  murmured  Little. 

Through  sunny  May,  through  sultry  June, 

I  loved  her  with  a  love  eternal ; 
I  spoke  her  praises  to  the  moon, 

I  wrote  them  to  the  Sunday  Journal. 
My  mother  laughed ;  I  soon  found  out 

That  ancient  ladies  have  no  feeling: 
My  father  frowned ;  but  how  should  gout 

See  any  happiness  in  kneeling? 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  dean, — 

Rich,  fat,  and  rather  apoplectic; 
She  had  one  brother  just  thirteen. 

Whose  color  was  extremely  hectic; 
Her  grandmother  for  many  a  year 

Had  fed  the  parish  with  her  bounty; 
Her  second  cousin  was  a  peer. 

And  lord-lieutenant  of  the  county. 

But  titles  and  the  three-per-cents, 

And  mortgages,  and  great  relations. 
And  India  bonds,  and  tithes  and  rents, 

O,  what  are  they  to  love's  sensations? 
Black  eyes,  fair  forehead,  clustering  locks, — 

Such  wealth,  such  honors  Cupid  chooses; 
He  cares  as  little  for  the  stocks 

As  Baron  Rothschild  for  the  muses. 
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She  sketched ;  the  vale,  the  wood,  the  beach, 

Grew  lovelier  from  her  penciTa  shading: 
She  botanized;  I  envied  each 

Young  blossom  in  her  boudoir  fading : 
She  warbled  Handel ;  it  was  grand, — 

She  made  the  Catilina  jealous: 
She  touched  the  organ ;  I  could  stand 

For  hours  and  hours  to  blow  the  bellows. 

She  kept  an  album  too,  at  home. 

Well  filled  with  all  an  album's  glories, — 
Paintings  of  butterflies  and  Kome, 

Patterns  for  trimmings,  Persian  stories, 
Soft  songs  to  Julia's  cockatoo. 

Fierce  odes  to  famine  and  to  elaaghter, 
And  autographs  of  Prince  Leeboo, 

And  recipes  for  elder-water. 

And  she  was  flattered,  worshipped,  bored; 

Her  steps  were  watched,  her  dress  was  noted ; 
Her  poodle-dog  was  quite  adored; 

Her  sa.vings  were  extremely  quoted. 
She  laughed, — and  every  heart  was  glad, 

As  if  the  taxes  were  abolished ; 
She  frowned, — and  every  look  was  sad, 

As  if  the  opera  were  demolished. 

She  smiled  on  many  just  for  fun, — 
I  knew  that  there  was  nothing  in  it; 

I  was  the  first,  the  only  fine. 
Her  heart  had  thought  of  for  a  minute. 

I  knew  it,  for  she  told  me  so, 

In  phrase  which  was  divinely  moulded; 
14 
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She  wrote  a  charming  hand, — and  O, 
How  sweetly  all  her  notes  were  folded! 

Our  love  was  most  like  other  loves, — 

A  little  glow,  a  little  shiver, 
A  rosebud  and  a  pair  of  gloves, 

And  "  Fly  Not  Yet,"  upon  the  river; 
Some  jealousy  of  some  one's  heir, 

Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted; 
A  miniature,  a  lock  of  hair, 

The  usual  vows, — and  then  we  parted. 

We  parted :  months  and  years  rolled  by ; 

We  met  again  four  summers  after. 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh, 

Our  meeting  was  all  mirth  and  laughter! 
For  in  my  heart's  most  secret  cell 

There  had  been  many  other  lodgers ; 
And  she  was  not  the  ball-room's  belle. 

But  only  Mrs. — Something — Rogers! 

WINTIIROP    MACKWORTII    PRAED. 


ECHO    AND    THE    LOVER. 

Lover,     Echo!  mysterious  nymph,  declare 

Of  what  you  're  made,  and  what  you  are. 

Echo,  Air ! 

Lover,     Mid  airy  cliffs  and  places  high, 

Sweet  Echo!  listening  love,  you  lie. 

Echo,  You  lie ! 

Lover,     Thou  dost  resuscitate  dead  sounds, — 

Hark!  how  mv  voice  revives,  resounds! 

Echo,  Zounds ! 
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Lover.     I  "11  question  thee  bffore  I  go,— 

Come,  answer  uie  more  apropos: 
Echo.  P'lh!  poll! 

Loecr.     Tell  me,  fair  nyuipb,  if  e'er  vou  s;uv 

So  Hweet  a  girl  as  I'hcebe  Shaw. 
£V'Ao.  I'uhaw! 

Lorn:     S;i,v,  what  will  turn  that  friskinj;  coney 

Into  the  toils  of  matrimony? 
f'rho.  Sluney!        ■ 

Lover.     Has  Phcebe  not  a  heavenly  brow? 

la  not  her  liosoin  white  aa  buow? 
Echo.  Abb!  XoI 

Lover.     Her  eyes!  was  ever  Bui-h  a  pair? 

Are  the  stara  brighter  thau  tliey  are? 
Kcho.  They  are ! 

Lorrr.     Edio,  thou  liest,  but  tan't  deceive  me. 
Kcho.  Leave  me  I 

Lover,     Itut  come,  thou  saucy,  pert  romiincer. 

Who  is  as  fair  as  Phtebe?     Answer! 
Echo.  Ann,  air. 


ECHO. 

I  ASKEO  of  Echo,  t'  otlier  day, 

(Wliose  words  are  few  and  often  funny,) 
What  to  a  novice  she  could  say 

Of  courtship,  love,  and  matrimony. 

Quoth  Echo,  plainly, — "  Matter-o'-money ! " 

Whom  sliould  1  marry? — should  it  be 
A  dashing  damsel,  gay  and  pert. 
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A  pattern  of  inconstancy; 
Or  selfish,  mercenary  flirt? 
Quoth  Echo,  sharply, — "  Nary  flirt !  " 

What  if,  aweary  of  the  strife 

That  long  has  lured  the  dear  deceiver. 

She  promise  to  amend  her  life. 

And  sin  no  more;  can  I  believe  her? 
Quoth  Echo,  very  promptly, — "  Leave  her !  " 

But  if  some  maiden  with  a  heart 
On  me  should  venture  to  bestow  it. 

Pray,  should  I  act  the  wiser  part 
To  take  the  treasure  or  forego  it? 
Quoth  Echo,  with  decision, — *'  Go  it !  " 

But  what  if,  seemingly  afraid 

To  bind  her  fate  in  Hymen's  fetter. 

She  vow  she  means  to  die  a  maid. 
In  answer  to  my  loving  letter? 
Quoth  Echo,  rather  coolly, — "  Let  her!  " 

What  if,  in  spite  of  her  disdain, 

I  find  my  heart  intwined  about 
With  Cupid's  dear  delicious  chain 

So  closely  that  I  can't  get  out? 

Quoth  Echo,  laughingly, — *^  Get  out !  " 

But  if  some  maid  with  beauty  blest. 
As  pure  and  fair  as  Heaven  can  make  her. 

Will  share  my  labor  and  my  rest 

Till  envious  Death  shall  overtake  her? 
Quoth  Echo  {sotto  voce), — "Take  her!'' 

JOHN    GODFREY    SAXE. 


Miss  Flora  McFlimse?,  of  Madison  Square, 

Has  made  three  separate  journeys  to  Paris, 
And  Iier  father  assures  me,  each  time  she  was 

til  ere. 
That  she  and  her  friend  Mrs.  Harris 
( Not  the  lady  whose  name  is  so  famoys  in  history, 
Hut   plain   Mrs.   H..   without   romance   or   mya- 

tery ) 
Spent  six  consecutive  weeks  without  stopping 
In  one  continuous  round  of  shopping,^ 
Shopping  alone,  and  shopping  together. 
At   all    hours   of   the   day,   and   in   all   sorts   of 

weather, 
For  all  manner  of  things  that  a  woman  can  pat 
On  the  crown  of  her  head  or  the  sole  of  her  foot. 
Or  wrap   round   her  shoulders,  or  fit  round  her 

waiet, 
Or  that  can  be  sew^d  on,  or  pinned  on,  or  laced, 
Or  tied  on  with  a  string,  or  stitched  on  with  a 

bow. 
In  front  or  behind,  above  or  below ; 
For  bonnets,  mantillas,  capes,  collars,  and  shawls; 
KresHes  for  breakfasts  and  dinners  and  balls; 
Dresses  to  sit  in  and  stand  in  and  walk  in ; 
Dresses  to  dance  in  and  flirt  in  and  talk  in ; 
Dresses  in  which  to  do  nothing  at  all; 
Dresses  for  Winter.  Spring,  Summer,  and  Fall; 
All  of  Hiein  different  in  color  and  shape. 
Silk,  muslin,  and  lace,  velvet,  satin,  and  crape, 
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Brocade,  and  broadcloth,  and  other  material, 
Quite  as  expensive  and  much  more  ethereal ; 
In  short,  for  all  things  that  could  ever  be  thought 

of, 
Or  milliner,  modiste^  or  tradesman  be  bought  of, 
From  ten-thousand-francs  robe  to  twenty-sous 

frills; 
In  all  quarters  of  Paris,  and  to  every  store. 
While  McFlimsey  in  vain  stormed,  scolded,  and 

swore, 
They  footed  the  streets,  and  he  footed  the  bills! 

■  The  last  trip,  their  goods  shipped  by  the  steamer 

Arago, 
Formed,    McFlimsey    declares,    the   bulk   of   her 

cargo. 
Not  to  mention  a  quantity  kept  from  the  rest. 
Sufficient  to  fill  the  largest-sized  chest. 
Which  did  not  appear  on  the  ship's  manifest. 
But  for  which  the  ladies  themselves  manifested 
Such  particular  interest,  that  they  invested 
Their  own  proper  persons  in  layers  and  rows 
Of  muslins,  embroideries,  worked  under-clothes, 
Gloves,  handkerchiefs,  scarfs,  and  such  trifles  as 

those ; 
Then,  wrapped  in  great  shawls,  like  Circassian 

beauties, 
Gave  good-hye  to  the  ship,  and  go-hy  to  the  duties. 
Her  relations  at  home  all  marvelled,  no  doubt. 
Miss  Flora  had  grown  so  enormously  stout 
For  an  actual  belle  and  a  possible  bride; 
But  the  miracle  ceased  when  she  turned  inside 

out, 


WOMAN. 

And  tbe  truth  came  to  light,  and  the  dry-goods 

beside, 
Which,  in  spite  of  Collector  and  Custom-House 

sentry, 
Had  entered  the  port  without  iiny  entry, 

And  yet,  thongh  scarce  three  months  have  passed 

since  the  day 
This  merchandise  went,  on  twelve  carls,  up  Broad- 

way, 
This  samp  5Iiss  McFlimsey,  of  Madison  Square. 
The  last  time  we  met  was  in  utter  despair, 
Because  she  had  nothing  whatever  to  wear! 

'■  Nothing  to  wear!     Now,  aa  this  is  a  true  ditty, 
I  do  not  assert — ^this,  yon  know,  is  between  us — 
That  she 's  in  a  state  of  absolute  nudity, 

Lilie  Powers'  Greeli  Slave,  or  the  Medici  Venns; 
But  I  do  mean  to  say,  I  have  heard  her  declare, 
Wlien,  at  the  same  moment,  she  had  on  a  dress 
Which  cost  five  hundred  dollars,  and  not  a  cent 

less, 
And  jewelry  worth  ten  times  more,   I  should 
guess, 
That  she  had  not  a  thing  in  the  wide  world  to 


I   should   mention   just   here,   that   out   of   Miss 

Flora's 
Two  hundred  and  fifty  or  sixty  adorers, 
I  had  just  been  selected  as  he  who  should  throw 

all 
Tbe  rest  in  the  shade,  by  the  gracious  bestowal 
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On  myself  after  twenty  or  thirty  rejections, 
Of  those  fossil  remains  which  she  called  her  "  af- 
fections/' 
And  that  rather  decayed,  but  well-known  work  of 

art, 
Which    Miss    Flora    persisted    in    styling    her 

"  heart." 
So  we  were  engaged.  Our  troth  had  been  plighted, 
Not  by  moonbeam  or  starbeam,  by  fountain  or 

grove. 
But  in  a  front  parlor,  most  brilliantly  lighted, 

Beneath  the  gas-fixtures  we  whispered  our  love, 
Without  any  romance  or  raptures  or  sighs. 
Without  any  tears  in  Miss  Flora's  blue  eyes, 
Or  blushes,  or  transports,  or  such  silly  actions, 
It  was  one  of  the  quietest  business  transactions. 
With  a  very  small  sprinkling  of  sentiment,  if  any, 
And  a  very  large  diamond  imported  by  Tiffany. 
On  her  virginal  lips  while  I  printed  a  kiss, 
She  exclaimed,  as  a  sort  of  parenthesis. 
And  by  way  of  putting  me  quite  at  my  ease, 
"  You  know,  I  'm  to  polka  as  much  as  I  please, 
And    flirt   when    I    like, — now,    stop,   don't  you 

speak, — 
And  you  must  not  come  here  more  than  twice  in 

the  week. 
Or  talk  to  me  either  at  party  or  ball, 
But  always  be  ready  to  come  when  I  call ; 
So  don't  prose  to  me  about  duty  and  stuff, 
If  we  don't  break  this  off,  there  will  be  time 

enough 
For  that  sort  of  thing;  but  the  bargain  must  be 
That,  as  long  as  I  choose,  I  am  perfectly  free, 


For  this  is  a  kind  of  engagement,  yon  see, 
Which  is  bindiDg  on  jou  but  not  binding  on  me." 

Well,  having  thus  wooed   Mias   MeFiimeey  and 

gained  her, 
With  the  eilke,  crinolines,  and  hoops  that  con- 
tained Ler, 
I  had,  aa  I  thought,  a  contingent  remainder 
At  least  in  the  property,  and  the  best  right 
To  appear  as  its  escort  by  day  and  by  nigbt; 
And  it  being  the  week  of  the  Stdckups'  grand 
ball,— 
Their  cards  had  been  out  a  fortnight  or  so, 
And  set  all  the  Avenue  on  the  tiptoe, — 
I  considered  it  only  my  duty  to  call. 

And  see  if  Miss  Flora  intended  to  go. 
I  found  her, — as  ladies  are  apt  to  be  found, 
When  the  time  intervening  between  the  first  sound 
Of  the  bell  and  the  visitor's  entry  is  shorter 
Than    usual. — I   found;   I    won't   aay — I   caught 

hei", 
Intent  on  the  pier-glass,  undoubtedly  meaning 
To  see  if  perhaps  it  didn't  need  cleaning. 
She  turned  as  I  entered, — "  Why,  Harry,  you  sin- 

I  thought  that  you  went  to  the  Flashera'  to  din- 
ner ! " 
"Bo  I  did,"  I  replied;  "but  the  dinner  is  swal- 
lowed 
And  digested,  I  trust,  for  't  is  now  nine  and 
more. 
So  being  relieved  from  that  duty,  I  followed 

Inclination,   which   led   me,   you   see,   to  your 
door; 
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And  now  will  your  ladyship  so  condescend 
As  just  to  inform  me  if  3'ou  intend 
Your  beauty  and  graces  and  presence  to  lend 
(All  of  which,  when  I  own,  I  hope  no  one  will 

borrow ) 
To  the  Stuckups,  whose  party,  you  know,  is  to- 
morrow ?  " 
The  fair  Flora  looked  up  with  a  pitiful  air, 
And  answered  quite  promptly,  "  Why,  Harry,  mon 

chcr, 
I  should  like  above  all  things  to  go  with  you 

there. 
But  really  and  truly — I  Ve  nothing  to  wear.'' 
"  Nothing  to  wear!  go  just  as  3^ou  are; 
Wear  the  dress  you  have  on,  and  you  '11  be  by 

far, 
I  engage,  the  most  bright  and  particular  star 
On  the  Stuckup  horizon — "  I  stopped — for  her 

eye. 
Notwithstanding  this  delicate  onset  of  flattery. 
Opened  on  me  at  once  a  most  terrible  battery 

Of  scorn  and  amazement.     She  made  no  reply, 
But  gave  a  slight  turn  to  the  end  of  her  nose — 

That  pure  Grecian  feature — as  much  as  to  say, 
"  How  absurd  that  any  sane  man  should  sup- 

I)Ose 
That  a  lady  would  go  to  a  ball  in  the  clothes, 
No  matter  how  fine,  that  she  wears  every  day !  " 

So  I  ventured  again :  "  Wear  your  crimson  bro- 
cade " 

(Second  turn-u])  of  nose) — "That's  too  dark  by 
a  shade," 
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"Tour  blup  ailk  " — "  Tbat  "s  too  heavy."     -'your 

pink  "— '■  That 's  too  light." 
"  Weai"  Uille  over  eatin  " — ■'  I  can't  endure  white." 
•"  Your  rose-colored,  then,  the  best  of  the  batch  ''— 
'•  1  haven't  a  thread  of  point-lace  to  uiatch." 
"  Your  brown   inoirc  antique  " — "  Y'es.  and   look 

like  a  Quaker." 
"  The  pearl-colored  " — "  I  would,  but  that  plaguey 

dressmaker 
Has  had  it  a  week."     '■  Then  that  exquisite  lilac 
In  which  you  would  melt  the  heart  of  a  Shylock  " 
(Here  the  nose  took  again  the  same  elevation) — 
"  I  wouldn't  wear  that  for  the  whole  of  creation." 
"  WXv  not?     It's  my  fancy,  there's  nothing 

could  strike  it 
As  more  commc  il  fatit  "—"Yes,  but,  dear  nie! 

that  lean 
Sophrouia  Stuckup  has  got  one  just  like  it. 
And  I  won't  appear  dressed  like  a  chit  of  sisteeu." 
"  Then  that  splendid  purple,  that  sweet  Mazarine, 
That  superb  point  (faigttitle,  that  imperial  green, 
That  zephyr-like  tarlatan,  that  rich  ijrcninline  " — 
"  yot  one  of  all  which  is  fit  to  be  seen," 
Said  the  lady,  becoming  excited  and  flushed. 
'■  Then  wear,"  I  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  which  quite 

crushed 
Opposition,  "that  gorgeous  toilette  which  you 

sported 
In  Paris  last  spring,  at  the  grand  presentation. 
When  you  (piite  turned  the  head  of  the  head  of  the 

nation ; 
Anil  liy  all  tlic  grand  court  were  so  very  much 

courted." 
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The  end  of  the  nose  was  portentously  tipped  up, 
And  both  the  bright  eyes  shot  forth  indignation, 
As  she  burst  upon  me  with  the  fierce  exclamation, 
"  I  have  worn  it  three  times  at  the  least  calcula- 
tion, 
And  that  and  most  of  my  dresses  are  ripped 
up!'' 
Here  I  ripped  out  something,  perhaps  rather  rash, 
Quite  innocent,  though;  but,  to  use  an  expres- 
sion 
More  striking  than  classic,  it  "  settled  my  hash," 
And  proved  very  soon  the  last  act  of  our  ses- 
sion. 
"Fiddlesticks,  is  it,  sir?     I  wonder  the  ceiling 
Doesn't  fall  down  and  crush  you — you  men  have 

no  feeling; 
You  selfish,  unnatural,  illiberal  creatures. 
Who  set  yourselves  up  as  patterns  and  preachers, 
Your  silly  pretence — why,  what  a  mere  guess  it 

isl'^ 
Pray,  what  do  you  know  of  a  woman's  necessities? 
I  have  told  you  and  showed  you  I  've  nothing  to 

wear, 
And  it  's  j)erfectly  plain  you  not  only  don't  care. 
But  you  do  not  believe  me  " — (here  the  nose  went 

still  higher)  — 
"  I  suppose,  if  you  dared,  you  would  call  me  a 

liar. 
Our  engagement  is  ended,  sir — yes,  on  the  spot; 
You  're  a  brute,  and  a  monster,  and — I  don't  know 

what." 
I  mildly  suggested  the  words — Hottentot, 
Pickpocket,  and  cannibal,  Tartar,  and  thief, 


As  gentle  explptives  which  might  give  relief; 
But  this  ouly  proved  as  a  spark  to  the  powder. 
And   the   storm   1   had   raised   tame   faster   and 

louder ; 
It  blew  and  it  rained;  thundered,  lightened,  and 

hailed 
Interjections,  verbs,  pronouns,  till  language  {juite 

failed 
To  express  the  abusive,  and  then  its  arrears 
Were  brought  up  all  at  once  by  a  torrent  of  tears, 
And  my  last  faint,  despairing  attempt  at  an  obs- 
Ervation  was  lost  in  a  temi>est  of  sobs. 

Well,  1  felt  for  the  lady,  and  felt  for  my  hat,  too, 
Improvised  on  the  crown  of  the  latter  a  tattoo, 
In  lieu  of  expressing  the  feelings  which  lay 
Quite  too  deep  for  words,  aa  Wordsworth  would 

say: 
Then,  without  going  through  the  form  of  a  bow, 
Found  myself  in  the  entry — I  hardly  knew  how, — 
On  doorstep  and  sidewalk,  past  lamppost  and 

square, 
At  home  and  upstairs,  in  my  own  easy -chair; 

I'oked  my  feet  into  slipi)ers,  my  Are  into  blaze. 
And  said  to  myself,  as  I  lit  my  cigar, 
"  Supposing  a  man  had  the  wealth  of  the  Czar 

Of  the  Russias  to  boot,  for  the  rest  of  his  days. 
On  the  whole,  do  you  tliiuk  lie  would  have  much 

to  spare, 
If  he  married  a  woman  with  notliiug  to  wear?  " 


i  that  night,  taking  p;i 
he  bruited 


ins  that  it  should  not 
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Abroad  in  society,  I  've  instituted 
A  course  of  inquiry,  extensive  and  thorough, 
On  this  vital  subject,  and  find,  to  my  horror, 
That  the  fair  Flora's  case  is  by  no  means  sur- 
prising. 
But  that  there  exists  the  gi-eatest  disti-ess 
In  our  female  community,  solely  arising 

From  this  unsupplied  destitution  of  dress. 
Whose  unfortunate  victims  ai*e  tilling  the  air 
With  the  pitiful  wail  of  *"  Nothing  to  wear." 
Researches  in  some  of  the  "  Upper  Ten  "  districts 
Reveal  the  most  painful  and  startling  statistics. 
Of  which  let  me  mention  (mlv  a  few: 
In  one  single  house,  on  the  Fifth  Avenue, 
Three  young  ladies  were  found,  all  below  twenty- 

two, 
Who  have  been  three  whole  weeks  without  any- 
thing new 
In  the  way  of  flounced  silks,  and  thus  left  in  the 

lurch 
Are  unable  to  go  to  ball,  concert,  or  church. 
In  another  large  mansion,  near  the  same  place, 
Was  found  a  deplorable,  heart-rending  case 
Of  entire  destitution  of  Brussels  point-lace. 
In  a  neighboring  block  there  was  found,  in  three 

calls. 
Total     want,    long    continued,    of    camePs-hair 

shawls ; 
And  a  suffering  family,  whose  case  exhibits 
The  most  pressing  need  of  real  ermine  tippets; 
One  deserving  joung  lady  almost  unable 
To  survive  for  the  want  of  a  new  Russian  sable; 
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Still  aiiotlier,  whose  tortui-es  have  Ijet'n  most  ter- 
rific 
Ever  since  the  sad  loss  of  the  uteamei-  Pacific, 
lu  whic-li  weie  engulfed,  not  friend  or  i-elntion 
(For  whose  fate  she  perhaps  might  have  found 

conHoliition, 
Or  borne  it.  at  least,  with  serene  resignation), 
But  the  ohoii-est  aBSortment  of  Freut-h  sleeves  and 

collars 
Ever  sent  out  from   I'aris,   worth   fhoiisands  of 

dollars. 
And  all  as  to  style  most  rechercln'  and  rare, 
The  want  of  which  leaves  her  with  nothing  to 

wear, 
And  renders  her  life  so  drear  and  dyspeptic 
That  she's  quite  a  recluse,  and  almost  a  soeptic; 
For  she  tonchingly  says  that  this  sort  of  grief 
Cannot  find  in  Eeligion  the  slightest  relief, 
And  Philosophy  has  not  a  maxim  to  spare 
Fur  the  victim  of  bhi-Ii  overwhehuiny  despair. 
But  the  saddest  by  far  of  all  these  sad  features 
Is  the  cruelty  j)ractised  upon  the  poor  creatures 
liy  husbands  and  fathers,   real   liluebeards  and 

Tiiiioiis, 
Who  resist  the  most  touching  appeals  made  for 

diamonds 
Ity  tln'ir  wives  iinil  tlieir  daughters,  and  leave  them 

for  <liiys 
t'nuupplied  witli  now  jewelry,  fanH,  or  bouquets. 
Even  laugli  at  tlieir  miseries  whenever  lliey  have 

a  chance, 
.\n(l  deride  tlieir  denuinds  as  useless  extravagance. 
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One  case  of  a  bride  was  brought  to  my  view, 
Too  sad  for  belief,  but,  alas !  't  was  too  true, 
Whose  husband  refused,  as  savage  as  Charon, 
To  permit  her  to  take  more  than  ten  trunks  to 

Sharon. 
The  consequence  was,  that  when  she  got  there. 
At  the  end  of  three  weeks  she  had  nothing  to 

wear, 
And  when  she  proposed  to  finish  the  season 
At  Newport,  the  monster  refused  out  and  out, 
For  his  infamous  conduct  alleging  no  reason. 
Except  that  the  waters  were  good  for  his  gout ; 
Such   treatment   as   this   was   too   shocking,   of 

course. 
And  proceedings  are  now  going  on  for  divorce. 

But  why  harrow  the  feelings  by  lifting  the  cur- 
tain 
From  these  scenes  of  woe?    Enough,  it  is  certain 
Has  here  been  disclosed  to  stir  up  the  pity 
Of  every  benevolent  heart  in  the  city. 
And  spur  up  Humanity  into  a  canter 
To  rush  and  relieve  these  sad  cases  instanter. 
Won't  somebody,  moved  by  this  touching  descrip- 
tion. 
Come  forward  to-morrow  and  head  a  subscription? 
Won't  some  kind  philanthropist,  seeing  that  aid  is 
So  needed  at  once  by  these  indigent  ladies, 
Take    charge    of   the   matter?    Or    won't    Peter 

Cooper 
The  corner-stone  lay  of  some  new  splendid  super- 
Structure,  like  that  which  to-day  links  his  name 
In  the  Union  unending  of  Honor  and  Fame; 
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And  found  a  new  charity  just  for  tlie  care 

Of  tliese  unliappy  women  with  nothing  to  weiii", 

Which,  in  view  of  the  cash  which  would  daily  be 

claimed, 
The  Laying-out  Hospital  well  might  he  named? 
Won't   Stewart,   or  some   of   our   dry-goods   im- 
porters, 
Take  a  contract  for  clothing  our  wives  and  our 

daughters  ? 

Or,  to  furnish  the  cash  to  supply  these  distresaea, 
And  life's  jiathway  strew  with  shawls,  collars,  and 


For   poor  womankind,   won't   some   venturesome 

lover 
Adcw  California  somewhere  discover? 

O  ladies,  dear  ladies,  the  nest  sunny  day 
Please  trundle  your  hoops  just  out  of  Broadway, 
Front   its  whirl  and  its  bustle,  its  fashion  and 

Ifiide, 
And  temples  of  Trade  which  tower  on  each  side, 
To  the  alleys  and  lanes,  where  Misfortune  and 

Ouilt 
Their  children  have  gathered,  tlicir  city  have  built; 
Where  Hunger  and  Vice,  like  twin  beasts  of  pwy. 
Have  hunted  their  victims  to  gloom  and  de- 
spair; 
Kaise  the  rich,  dainty  dress,  and  the  flue  broi- 

dered  skirt. 
Pick  your  delicate  way  throuKh  the  dampness  and 
dirt, 
Grope  through  the  dark  dens,  climb  the  rickety 
stair 


^ 
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To  the  garret,  where  wretches,  tlie  young  aud  tlie 

old, 
Half  starved  aud  half  naked,  lie  crouched  from  the 

cold. 
See  those  skeleton  limbs,  those  frost-bitten  feet. 
All   bleeding  aud   bruised  by  the  stones  of  the 

street ; 
Hear  the  sharp  cry  of  childhood,  the  deep  groans 

that  swell 
From  the  poor  dying  creature  who  writhes  on 

the  floor; 
Hear  the  curses  that  sound  like  the  echoes  of  Hell, 
As  you  sicken  and  shudder  and  fly  from  the 

door ; 
Then  home  to  your  wardrobes,  and  say,  if  you 

dare — 
Spoiled  children  of  Fashion — you  've  nothing  to 

wear ! 

And  O,  if  perchance  there  should  be  a  sphere 
Where  all  is  made  right  which  so  puzzles  us  here. 
Where  the  glare  and  the  glitter  and  tinsel  of  Time 
Fade  and  die  in  the  light  of  that  region  sublime, 
Where  the  soul,  disenchanted  of  flesh  and  of  sense. 
Unscreened  by  its  trappings  and  shows  and  pre- 
tence. 
Must  be  clothed  for  the  life  and  the  service  above, 
With  purity,  truth,  faith,  meekness,  and  love; 
O  daughters  of  Earth!  foolish  virgins,  beware! 
Lest  in  that  upper  realm  you  have  nothing  to 
wear! 

WILLIAM   ALLEN   BUTLEB. 


Sun  was  ridi  nnd  of  Uigh  degi-ce; 

A  poor  and  unknown  ai'tist  lie. 

"  Paint  me/'  she  said,  "  a  view  of  the  aea." 

So  he  painted  the  sea  as  it  looked  the  day 

That  Aphroditfi  arose  from  ifa  spray; 

And  it  broke,  as  she  gazed  on  its  face  the  while. 

Into  its  countless- dim  pled  smile. 

"  What  a  poky,  stupid  picture!  "  said  she: 

"  I  don't  iielieve  he  cart  paint  the  sea!  " 

Then  he  painted  a  raging,  tossing  sea, 
Storming,  with  fierce  and  sudden  shook, 
A  towering,  mighty  fastness-rock  j — 
In  its  sides,  above  those  leaping  crests. 
The  thronging  sea-birda  built  their  uests. 
"  What  a  disagreeable  daub!"  said  she: 
"  Why,  it  isn't  anything  like  the  sea!" 

Then  he  painted  a  stretch  of  hot  brown  sand, 

With  a  big  hotel  on  either  hand, 

And  a  handsome  pavilion  for  the  band; — 

Sot  a  sign  of  water  to  be  seen, 

except  one  faint  little  streak  of  green. 

"  What  a  perfectly  exquisite  picture !  "  said  she : 

"  It 's  the  very  image  of  the  sea !  " 

EVA    L.    OGDEX. 
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THE    PROUD    MISS    MACBRIDE. 

A   LEGEND   OF   GOTHAM. 

O,  TERRIBLY  X)roud  WQS  Miss  Mac  Bride, 
The  very  i)ers()nificatiou  of  i)ride, 
As  she  minced  along  in  fashion's  tide, 
Adown  Broadway — on  the  proper  side — 


When  the  golden  sun  was  setting; 
There  was  pride  in  the  head  she  carried  so  high, 
Pride  in  her  lip,  and  pride  in  her  eye, 
And  a  world  of  pride  in  the  very  sigh 

That  her  stately  bosom  was  fretting! 

O,  terribly  proud  was  Miss  ^lacBride, 
Proud  of  her  beauty,  and  proud  of  her  pride, 
And  proud  of  fifty  matters  beside — 

That  wouldn't  have  borne  dissection ; 
Proud  of  her  wit,  and  i)roud  of  her  walk, 
Proud  of  her  teeth,  and  proud  of  her  talk, 
I'roud  of  ''  knowing  chc^ese  from  chalk," 

On  a  very  slight  insi)ection! 

I^roud  abroad,  and  proud  at  home, 
Proud  wherever  she  chanced  to  come — 


When  she  was  glad,  and  when  she  was  glum; 

Proud  as  the  head  of  a  Saracen 
Over  the  door  of  a  tippling-shop! — 
Pioud  as  a  duchess,  proud  as  a  fop, 
"  Proud  as  a  boy  with  a  brand-new  top," 

Proud  beyond  comparison ! 
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It  sePTiiH  a  siiifiiilar  thing  lo  say, 
But  her  very  sciisfs  IpiI  licr  <istnij* 

Uespecting  all  liumililj; 
In  sooth,  her  dull  auricular  drum 
Could  find  in  humble:  only  a  "  hum, 
And  lieard  no  sound  of  "  gentle  " 

In  talking  about  gentility. 

What  loicly  meant  she  didn't  l>now. 
For  she  always  avoided  "  everything  low, 

With  care  the  most  punctilious; 
And,  queerer  still,  the  audible  sound 
Of  "  super-silly  "  she  never  had  found 

In  the  adjective  supercilioue! 

The  meaning  of  meek  she  never  knew. 
But  imagined  the  phrase  had  something  to  do 
With  "  Moses,"  a  peddling  German  Jew, 
Who,  like  all  hawkers,  the  country  through. 

Was  "  a  j>er8on  of  no  position ; " 
And  it  seemed  to  her  exceedingly  plain, 
If  the  word  was  really  known  to  pertain 
To  a  vulgar  German,  it  wasn't  germane 

To  a  lady  of  high  condition ! 

Even  her  graces — not  her  grace — 

For  that  was  in  the  "  vocative  case  " — 

Chilled  with  the  touch  of  her  icy  face, 

Wat  very  stiffly  upon  herl 
She  never  confessed  a  favor  aloud, 
Like  one  of  the  simple,  common  crowd — 
ISut  coldly  smiled,  and  faintly  bowed, 
As  who  should  say,  "  You  do  me  proud, 

And  do  youi-self  au  honor! " 
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And  yet  the  pride  of  Miss  MacBride, 
Although  it  had  fifty  hobbies  to  ride, 

Had  reallv  no  foundation ; 
But,  like  the  fabrics  that  gossips  devise — 
Those  single  stories  that  often  arise 
And  grow  till  they  rf\n(h  a  four-story  size — 

Was  merely  a  fancy  creation! 

Her  birth,  indeed,  >yas  uncommonly  high — 
For  Miss  MacBride  first  opened  her  eye 
Through  a  skylight  dim,  on  the  light  of  the  sky; 

But  pride  is  a  curious  passion — 
And  in  talking  about  her  wealth  and  worth, 
Khe  always  forgot  to  mention  her  birth 

To  people  of  rank  and  fashion  I 

Of  all  the  notable  things  on  earth. 
The  (pKH^-est  one  is  pride  of  birth 

Among  our  "  fierce  democracie"! 
A  bridge  across  a  hundred  years, 
^Vithouf  a  i)rop  to  save  it  from  sneers, — 
Not  even  a  couple  of  rotten  peers, — 
A  thing  for  laughter,  fleers,  and  jeers, 

Is  American  aristocracy! 

English  and  Irish,  French  and  Spanish, 
German,  Italian,  Dutch  and  Danish, 
Crossing  their  veins  until  they  vanish 

In  one  conglomeration ! 
So  subtle  a  tangle  of  blood,  indeed. 
No  ITeraldry  Harvey  will  ever  succeed 

In  finding  the  circulation. 
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Depeud  upon  it,  m.v  snobbish  friend, 
Your  family  tbread  ,you  can't  aficend, 
Without  good  reason  to  appreljend 
You  may  find  it  waxed,  at  the  farther  end, 

Bj-  some  plebeian  vocation! 
Or,  worse  than  that,  jour  boasted  line 
May  end  in  a  looj)  of  Htnmger  twine, 

That  plagued  some  worthy  relation! 

But  Miss  MacBride  had  something  beside 
Her  lofty  birth  to  nourish  her  pride — 
For  rich  was  the  old  paternal  MacBride, 

According  to  public  rumor; 
And  he  lived  "  up  town,"'  in  a  splendid  aquare. 
And  kept  hia  daughter  on  dainty  fare, 
And  gave  her  gems  that  were  rich  and  rare, 
And  the  fineat  rings  and  things  to  wear, 

And  feathers  enough  to  pluue  her. 

A  thriving  tailor  begged  her  hand, 
Dut  she  gave  "  Ihe  fellow  "  to  understand, 
By  a  violent  manual  action. 

She  perfect  ly  Kcoi-ued  the  best  of  bis  clan, 
And  reckoned  the  ninth  of  any  man 
An  exceedingly  vulgar  fraction  ! 

Another,  whose  sign  was  a  golden  boot, 
W;\)i  moi'lilied  wilh  a  bootless  suit, 

In  a  way  that  was  (piite  appalling; 
For,  lliougli  a  regular  sutar  by  trade, 
He  wasn't  a  suito]'  to  suit  Ihe  maid. 
Who  cut  him  olT  with  a  saw— and  bade 

■'  The  cobbler  kee]>  to  Iiis  calling!  " 
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A  rich  tobacconist  coines  and  sues, 
And,  tliiuking  the  hidy  would  scarce  refuse 
A  man  of  his  wealth,  and  liberal  views, 
Began,  at  once,  with  '^  If  you  choose — 

And  could  you  really  love  him — " 
But  the  lady  spoiled  his  speech  in  a  huff, 
With  an  answer  rough  and  ready  enough, 
To  let  him  know  she  was  up  to  snuff, 

And  altogether  above  him! 

A  3'oung  attorney,  of  winning  grace, 
Was  scarce  allowed  to  "  open  his  face," 
Ere  Miss  MacBride  had  closed  his  case 

With  true  judicial  celerity; 
For  the  lawyer  was  poor,  and  "  seedy  "  to  boot, 
And  to  say  the  lady  discarded  his  suit, 

Is  merely  a  double  verity! 

The  last  of  those  who  came  to  court. 
Was  a  lively  beau,  of  the  dapper  sort, 
**  ^yithout  any  visible  means  of  support," 

A  crime  by  no  means  flagrant 
In  one  who  wears  an  elegant  coat. 
But  the  very  point  on  which  they  vote 

A  ragged  fellow  "  a  vagrant !  " 

Now  dapper  Jim  his  courtship  plied 

(1  wish  the  fact  could  be  denied) 

With  an  eye  to  the  purse  of  the  old  MacBride, 

And  really  "nothing  shorter!" 
For  he  said  to  himself,  in  his  greedy  lust, 
"  Whenever  he  dies — as  die  he  must — 
And  yields  to  Heaven  his  vital  trust, 


Be  's  ver.v  suic  lo  '  come  down  with  his  dust,' 
Id  behalf  of  his  nuly  daughter." 

And  the  very  uiagnifii-ent  SUks  MacBride, 
Half  in  love,  and  half  in  pride, 

Quite  graciously  relented; 
And,  tossing  her  head,  and  turning  her  back, 
Ko  token  of  proper  pride  to  lack — 
To  be  a  bride,  without  the  "  Mac," 

With  much  disdain,  consented! 

Old  John  MacBride,  one  fatal  day. 
Became  the  unresisting  prey 

Of  fortune's  undertakers  j 
And  staking  all  on  a  single  die, 
His  foundered  bark  went  high  and  dry 

Among  the  brokers  and  breakers! 

But.  alas,  for  the  haughty  Miss  MacBride, 
'T  was  such  a  shock  to  her  precious  pride ! 
She  couldn't  recover,  although  she  tried 

Her  jaded  spirits  to  rally; 
'T  was  a  dreadful  change  in  human  affairs, 
Prom  a  place  "  up  town  "  to  a  nook  "  up  stairs," 

From  an  avenue  down  to  an  alley ! 

'T  was  little  condolence  she  had,  God  wot. 

From  her  "  troops  of  friends,"  who  hadn't  forgot 

The  airs  she  used  to  borrow ! 
They  had  civil  phrases  enough,  but  yet 
'T  was  plain  to  see  that  their  "  deepest  regret " 

Was  a  different  thing  from  sorrow! 
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And  one  of  those  chaps  who  make  a  pun, 
As  if  it  were  quite  legitimate  fun 
To  be  blazing  away  at  every  one 
With  a  regular,  double-loaded  gun — 

Remarked  that  moral  transgression 
Always  brings  retributive  stings 
To  candle-makers  as  well  as  kings; 
For  "  making  light  of  ccrcous  things" 

Was  a  very  iclck-ed  profession ! 


And  vulgar  i)eoj)le — the  saucy  churls — 
Inquired  about  '*  the  price  of  pearls," 

And  mocked  at  her  situation : 
''  She  wasn't  ruined — they  ventured  to  hope- 
Because  she  was  poor,  she  needn't  mope; 
Few  people  were  better  off  for  soap. 

And  that  was  a  consolation !  " 

And  to  make  her  cu[)  of  woe  run  over. 
Her  elegant,  ardent  plighted  lover 

Was  the  very  first  to  forsake  her; 
''  He  quite  regretted  the  step,  't  was  true — 
The  lady  had  pride  enough  *  for  two,' 
Hut  that  alone  would  never  do 

To  quiet  the  butcher  and  baker !  " 


And  now  the  unhappy  Miss  MacBride- 
The  merest  ghost  of  her  early  pride — 

Bewails  her  lonely  position; 
Cramped  in  the  very  narrowest  niche. 
Above  the  poor,  and  below  the  rich — 

Was  ever  a  worse  condition! 


Because  you  flOTiriBh  iu  worldly  affairs, 
Don't  be  liiiughty.  and  jjut  on  airs, 

Witb  insolent  pride  of  station! 
Don't  be  proud,  and  turn  up  your  uoae 
At  poorer  people  in  plainer  clothes. 
13ut  learn,  for  the  sake  of  your  mind's  repose, 
That  wealth  's  a  bubble  that  comes — and  goes! 
And  that  all  proud  flesh,  wherever  it  grows, 

Is  subject  to  irritation ! 

JOHN    UOUFKEY    8AXB. 


ON    AN    OLD    MUFF. 

Time  has  a  magic  waad! 
What  is  this  meets  my  hand, 
Moth-eaten,  mouldy,  and 

Covered  with  Huff, 
Faded  and  stiff  and  scant? 
Can  it  he?  no,  it  can't, — 
Yes. — I  declare  "t  is  Aunt 

TrudeiH-p's  Muff! 


Years  ago^twenty-three! 
Old  Uncle  Baruaby 
Gave  it  to  Aunty  P., 

Laughing  and  teasing, — 
"  Pru.  of  the  breezy  curls. 
Whisper  these  solemn  churls, 
What  liohls  a  prcttt/  girl's 

Hand  irilltoiif  ts([iicc::ing?  " 
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Uncle  was  then  a  lad, 

Gay,  but,  I  grieve  to  add, 

Gone  to  what 's  called  '"  the  bad,"- 

Snioking, — and  worse! 
Sleek  sable  then  was  this 
MulF,  lined  with  pinkincsSy — 
Bloom  to  which  beauty  is 

Seldom  averse. 

I  see  in  retrospect 

Aunt,  in  her  best  bedecked, 

Gliding,  with  mien  erect, 

Gravely  to  meeting: 
Psalm-book,  and  kerchief  new, 
Peeped  from  the  Muff  of  Pru., 
Young  men — and  pious,  too — 

Giving  her  greeting. 

Pure  was  the  life  she  led 
Then :  from  her  Muff,  't  is  said, 
Tracts  she  distributed ; — 

Scapegraces  many. 
Seeing  the  grace  they  lacked. 
Followed  her;  one  attacked 
Prudence,  and  got  his  tract, 

Of tener  than  any ! 

Love  has  a  potent  spell ! 
Soon  this  bold  ne'er-do-well. 
Aunt's  sweet  susceptible 
Heart  undermining, 
Slipped,  so  the  scandal  runs. 
Notes  in  the  pretty  nun's 


Muff,— triple-cornerptj  oues, — 
Piiik  as  its  lioiagl 

Worse,  eveD,  boou  the  jade 
Fled  (to  oblige  her  blade!) 
Whilst  her  friends  thought  that  they  'd 

Ixicked  her  up  tightly: 
After  such  sbockiug  games, 
Aunt  is  of  weddei]  dauies 
Gayest, — and  now  her  name  's 

Mrs.  Golightly. 

Id  female  conduct  flaw 

Sadder  I  never  saw. 

Still  I  've  faith  in  the  law 

Of  compensation. 
Once  uncle  went  astray, — 
Smoked,  joked,  and  swore  away ; 
Swoin  by,  he  'a  now,  by  a 

Large  tongi-egation! 

Cliauged  is  the  child  of  sin ; 
Now  he  's  (he  once  was  thin) 
Grave,  with  a  donl.lf  cbiii, — 

IJIest  he  bis  fat  form! 
Changed  is  the  garb  he  wore : 
Preacher  was  never  more 
Prized  thau  is  uncle  for 

Pulpit  or  platform. 

If  all  's  as  Iw'si  befits 
JIoHals  of  slender  wits. 
Then  lii'K  this  .Morr.  and  its 
Fair  owner  pardon; 


*^38  IIU3I0U0UJS  P0E3IS, 

AlVsfor  the  hest^ — indeed, 
Such  is  my  simple  creed ; 
Still  T  must  go  and  weed 
Hard  in  my  garden. 

FREDERICK  LOCKER-LAMPSOX 


HOW  PADDY  GOT  " UNDER  GOVERN- 
MENT." 

A  TLACK  under  Government 
Was  all  that  Paddy  wanted. 

He  married  soon  a  scolding  wife, 
And  thus  his  wish  was  granted. 

ANONYMOUS. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


SAINT    ANTHONY'S     SERMON      TC 
FJSHES. 

Saint  Anthony  at  church 
Was  left  in  the  lurch. 
So  he  wi'nt  to  the  ditches 
And  preached  to  the  fishes  j 
The.v  wriggled  their  tails, 
In  the  sun  glanced  their  scales. 

The  carps,  with  their  spawn, 

Ave  all  liither  drawn; 

Have  oijened  their  jaws, 

Eager  for  each  clauBc. 
No  serniou  beside 
Had  the  carps  so  edified. 

Sliarji-siioiitt'd  pikes, 
Who  keep  fighting  like  tikes, 
Now  swam  up  harmonious 
To  hear  Saint  Antonius. 
No  sermon  Ix'side 
Had  the  pilies  ho  edifled. 
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And  that  very  odd  fish, 
Who  loves  fast-davs,  the  cod-fish,- 
The  stockfish,  1  mean, — 
At  the  sermon  was  seen. 
No  sermon  beside 
Had  the  cods  so  edified. 

Good  eels  and  sturgeon, 
W  hich  aldermen  gorge  on, 
Went  out  of  their  way 
To  hear  preaching  that  day. 
No  sermon  beside 
Had  the  eels  so  edified. 

Crabs  and  turtles  also. 
Who  alwavs  move  slow, 
Made  haste  from  the  bottom, 
As  if  the  Devil  had  got  'em. 
No  sermon  beside 
Had  the  crabs  so  edified. 

Fish  great  and  fish  small, 
Lords,  lackeys,  and  all, 
Each  looked  at  the  preacher 
Like  a  reasonable  creature: 
At  God's  word, 
They  Anthony  heard. 

The  sermon  now  ended. 
Each  turned  and  descended ; 
The  pikes  went  on  stealing. 
The  eels  went  on  eeling: 

Much  delighted  were  they, 
But  preferred  the  old  way. 
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The  crabs  are  backaliders, 

The  stock-fish  thick-sidera, 

The  carps  are  sharp-set ; 

All  the  sermon  forget: 

Much  delighted  were  they, 
But  preferred  the  old  way. 

ANONYMODS. 


KING   JOHN    AND    THE    ABBOT    OP    CAN- 
TERBURY. 

FBOM  "  Percy's  reliqdbb." 

An  ancieot  story  1  '11  tell  you  anon 
Of  a  notable  prince  that  was  called  King  John; 
And  he  ruled  England  with  main  aud  with  might. 
For  he  did  gi-eat  wrong,  and  maintained  little 
right. 

And  I  'II  tell  you  a  story,  a  story  so  merry, 
Concerning  the  Abbot  of  Canterbury; 
How  for  his  housekeeping  and  high  I'enowne, 
They  rode  poste  for  him  to  fair  London  towne. 

An  hundred  men  the  king  did  heare  say, 
The  abbot  kept  in  his  house  every  day; 
And  fifty  golde  chaynes  without  any  doubt, 
In  velvet  coates  waited  the  abbot  about. 

"  How  now,  father  abbot,  I  hear  it  of  thee, 
Thou  kcepest  a  farre  better  house  than  niee; 
And  for  thy  housekeeping  and  high  renownc, 
I  feare  thou  work'st  treason  against  my  crowne." 
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"  My  liege,"  quo'  the  abbot,  "  I  would  it  were 

knowne 
I  never  spend  nothing,  but  what  is  my  owne; 
And  I  trust  your  grace  will  doe  me  no  deere, 
For  spending  of  my  owne  true-gotten  geere." 

"  Yes,  yes,  father  abbot,  thy  fault  it  is  highe, 
And  now  for  the  same  thou  needest  must  dye ; 
For  except  thou  canst  answer  me  questions  three. 
Thy  head  shall  be  smitten  from  thy  bodie. 

"  And  first,"  quo'  the  king,  "  when  I  'm  in  this 

stead. 
With  my  crowne  of  golde  so  faire  on  my  head, 
Among  all  my  liege-men  so  noble  of  birthe, 
Thou  must  tell  me  to  one  penny  what  I  am  worthe. 

"  Secondly,  tell  me,  without  any  doubt. 
How  soone  I  may  ride  the  whole  world  about; 
And  at  the  third  question  thou  must  not  shrink, 
But  tell  me  here  truly  what  I  do  think." 

"  O  these  are  hard  questions  for  my  shallow  witt. 
Nor  I  cannot  answer  your  grace  as  yet : 
But  if  you  will  give  me  but  three  weeks'  space, 
He  do  my  endeavor  to  answer  your  grace." 

"  Now  three  weeks'  space  to  thee  will  I  give, 
And  that  is  the  longest  time  thou  hast  to  live; 
For  if  thou  dost  not  answer  my  questions  three, 
Thy  lands  and  the  livings  are  forfeit  to  mee." 

Away  rode  the  abbot  all  sad  at  that  word. 
And  he  rode  to  Cambridge,  and  Oxenford; 
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Tint  never  a  doctor  there  wiis  so  wise, 

That  could  witli  his  learning  an  answer  devise. 

Then  home  rode  the  abbot  of  comfort  ao  cold, 
And  lie  met  his  shepheard  a-going  to  fold: 

"  How  now,  my  lord  abbot,  you  are  welcome  home ; 
What  news  do   you    bring    ua   from    good    King 
John?  " 

"  Sad  news,  sad  news,  shepheard,  I  must  give, 
That  I  have  but  three  days  i 
For  if  I  do  not  answer  him  questions  three, 
ily  head  will  be  smitten  from  my  bodie. 

'•  The  first  is  to  tell  him,  there  in  that  stead, 
With  bis  crowne  of  golds  so  fair  on  his  head, 
Among  all  his  liege-men  so  noble  of  birth, 
To  within  one  penny  of  what  he  is  worth. 

"  The  seconde,  to  tell  him  without  any  doubt, 
How  Roone  he  may  ride  this  whole  world  about; 
And  at  the  third  question  I  muKt  not  shrinke, 
llut  tell  him  there  truly  what  he  does  thinke," 

■■  \ow  iheare  up,  sire  abbot,  did  you  never  hear 
yet. 

That  a  fool  lie  may  leanie  a  wise  man  witt? 

Tx'nd  me  horse,  and  serving-men,  and  your  ap- 
parel, 

An<l  No  riile  to  London  to  answere  youre  quarrel. 

'■  Nay,  frowne  not.  if  it  hath  bin  told  unto  me, 
1  atu  like  your  lordship,  us  ever  may  be; 
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And  if  you  will  but  lend  me  your  gowne, 
There  is   none   shall    know    us   at    fair   London 
towne." 

"  Now  horses  and  serving  men  thou  shalt  have. 
With  sumptuous  array  most  gallant  and  brave, 
With  crozier,  and  mitre,  and  rochet,  and  cope, 
Fit  to  appear  'fore  our  fader  the  pope." 

"  Now  welcome,  sire  abbot,''  the  king  he  did  say, 
"  'T  is  well  thou  'rt  come  back  to  keepe  thy  day : 
For  and  if  thou  canst  answer  my  questions  three, 
Thy  life  and  thy  living  both  saved  shall  be. 

"  And  first,  when  thou  seest  me  here  in  this  stead, 
W^ith  my  crowne  of  golde  so  fair  on  my  head. 
Among  all  my  liege-men  so  noble  of  birthe, 
Tell  me  to  one  penny  what  I  am  w^orthe." 

"  For  thirty  pence  our  Saviour  was  sold 
Among  the  false  Jews,  as  I  have  bin  told. 
And  twenty-nine  is  the  worth  of  thee. 
For  I  thinke  thou  art  one  j)enny  worser  than  he." 

The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  Saint  Bittel, 
"  I  did  not  think  I  had  been  worth  so  littel ! 
— Now  secondly  tell  me,  without  any  doubt. 
How  soone  I  may  ride  this  whole  world  about." 

"  You  must  rise  with  the  sun,  and  ride  with  the 

same 
Until  the  next  morning  he  riseth  againe; 
And  then  your  grace  need  not  make  any  doubt 
But  in  twenty-four  hours  you  '11  ride  it  about." 
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The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  Baiot  Jone, 

"  I  did  not  think  it  could  he  gone  so  sooue  I 

— Kow  from   tlio  third  question  thou  must  not 

shrinks, 
But  tell  me  here  truly  what  I  do  thinke." 

"  Yea,  that  shall  I  do,  and  make  your  grace  merry ; 

You  thinke  I  'm  the  Abbot  of  Canterbury : 

liut  I  'in  hie  poor  shepheard,  aa  plain  you  may 

see, 
That  am  come  to  beg  pardon  for  him  and  for  me." 

The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  the  Masse, 
"  lie  make  thee  lord  abbot  this  day  in  his  place! " 
'•  Now  naye,  my  liege,  be  not  in  sui'h  epeede, 
For  alacke  I  can  neither  write  ne  reade." 

"  Four  nobles  a  week  then  I  will  give  thee, 
For  this  merry  jest  thou  hast  showne  unto  me; 
And  tell  the  old  abbot  when  thou  comcst  home. 
Thou  hast  brought  him  a  pardon  from  good  King 
John." 

ANONYMOUS. 


GLtJGGITY    GLUG. 

FROM    "the    myrtle    AND   THE   VINE." 

A  JOLLY  fat  friar  loved  liquor  good  store, 
And  he  had  drunk  stoutly  at  supper; 

He  mounted  liis  borse  in  the  night  at  the  door, 
And  sat  with  his  face  to  the  crupper: 
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"  Some  rogue/'  quoth  the  friar,  "  quite  dead  to 
remorse, 
Some  thief,  whom  a  halter  will  throttle. 
Some  scoundrel  has  cut  off  the  head  of  my  horse. 
While  I  was  engaged  at  the  bottle. 

Which  went  gluggity,  gluggity— glug— glug 
— glug." 

The  tail  of  the  steed  pointed  south  on  the  dale, 

'T  was  the  friar's  road  home,  straight  and  level ; 
But,  when  spurred,  a  horse  follows  his  nose,  not 
his  tail. 
So  he  scampered  due  north,  like  a  devil : 
"  This  new  mode  of  docking,''  the  friar  then  said, 

"  I  perceive  doesn't  make  a  horse  trot  ill; 
And  't  is  cheap, — for  he  never  can  eat  off  his  head 
While  I  am  engaged  at  the  bottle. 

Which  goes  gluggity,  gluggity— glug— glug 
—glug." 

The  steed  made  a  stop, — in  a  pond  he  had  got. 

He  was  rather  for  drinking  than  grazing; 
Quoth  the  friar,  "  'T  is  strange  headless  horses 
should  trot, 
But  to  drink  with  their  tails  is  amazing! " 
Turning  round  to  see  whence  this  phenomenon 
rose. 
In  the  pond  fell  this  son  of  a  pottle; 
Quoth  he,  "  The  head  's  found,  for  I  'm  under  his 
nose, — 
I  wish  I  were  over  a  bottle, 

Which  goes  gluggity,  gluggity— glug— glug 
—glug!" 

GEORGE    COLMAN   THE   YOUNGER. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


I   AM    A    FRIAR   OF    ORDERS    GRAY. 

FROM    TUE    OrERA   OF    '"  ROBIN    HOOD." 

I  AM  »  friar  of  orders  gray, 
And  down  in  the  valleya  I  take  my  way; 
I  jtull  not  blackberry,  haw,  or  hip, — 
Good  store  of  venison  fills  my  scrip; 
My  long  bt'ad-roll   1  merrily  chant; 
Where'er  1  walk  no  money  I  want ; 
And  why  I  'm  so  plump  the  reason  I  tell, — 
Who  leads  a  good  life  is  sure  to  live  well. 

What  baron  or  squire. 

Or  knight  of  the  shire, 

Lives  half  so  well  as  a  holy  friar? 

After  siipiier  of  heaven  I  dream. 
But  that  iw  a  pullet  and  clouted  cream; 
Myself,  by  denial,  I  mortify — 
With  a  dainty  hit  of  a  warden-pie; 
I  'm  clothed  in  sackcloth  for  my  sin, — 
With  old  sack  wine  I  'm  lined  within; 
A  chirping  cup  is  my  matin  song, 
And  the  vesper's  bell  is  my  bowl,  ding  dong. 
What  baron  or  squire. 
Or  knight  of  the  shire, 
Lives  half  so  well  as  a  holy  friar? 

JOHN    O'kEEFFB. 
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GOOD    ALE. 

I  CANNOT  eat  but  little  meat, — 

My  stomach  is  not  good ; 
But,  sure,  I  think  that  I  can  drink 

With  him  that  wears  a  hood. 
Though  I  go  bare,  take  ye  no  care ; 

I  nothing  am  a-cold, — 
I  stuff  my  skin  so  full  within 
Of  jolly  good  ale  and  old. 
Back  and  side  go  hare,  go  hare; 

Both  foot  and  hand  go  cold; 
Buty  helly,  God  send  thee  good  ale  enough, 
Whether  it  he  new  or  old! 

I  love  no  roast  but  a  nut-brown  toast, 

And  a  crab  laid  in  the  fire; 
A  little  bread  shall  do  me  stead, — 

Much  bread  I  not  desire. 
No  frost,  nor  snow,  nor  wind,  I  trow, 

Can  hurt  me  if  I  wold, — 
I  am  so  wrapt,  and  thorowly  lapt 

Of  jolly  good  ale  and  old. 
Bach  and  side,  etc. 

And  Tyb,  my  wife,  that  as  her  life 

Loveth  well  good  ale  to  seek. 
Full  oft  drinks  she,  till  you  may  see 

The  tears  run  down  her  cheek; 
Then  doth  she  trowl  to  me  the  bowl, 

Even  as  a  malt-worm  should; 


Anil  saitli,  "  Sweetheart,  T  took  my  part 
Of  this  jolly  good  ale  t 
Back  and  side,  etc. 

Now  let  theiu  drink  til!  they  nod  and  wink. 

Even  as  good  fellows  should  do; 
They  shall  not  miss  to  Lave  the  bliss 

Good  ale  doth  bring  men  to ; 
And  all  poor  aouls  that  have  scoured  bowls, 

Or  bave  them  lustily  trowled, 
God  save  the  lives  of  them  and  their  vivee, 
Whether  they  be  young  or  old ! 
Back  and  side  go  bare,  go  bare; 
Both  foot  and  hand  go  cold; 
But,  belly,  God  send  thee  good  ale  enougJi, 
Whether  it  be  new  or  old! 

JOHIf   BTIU.. 


THE    PILGRIMS    AND    THE    PEAS, 


A  BHACE  of  sinners,  for  no  good, 

Were  ordered  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  shrine, 
Who  at  Loretto  dwelt,  in  wax,  stone,  wood, 

And  in  a  fair  white  wig  looked  wondrous  fine. 
Fifty  long  miles  had  those  sad  rogues  to  travel. 
With  something  in  their  shoes  much  worse  than 

gravel ; 
In  short,  tbeir  toes  so  gentle  to  amuse, 
The  priest  bad  ordered  peas  into  their  shoes: 
A  nostrum  famous  in  old  popish  times 
For  purifviflfi  souls  that  stunk  of  crimes: 
A  sort  of  apostolic  salt, 
Which  popish  parsons  for  its  powers  exalt, 
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For  keeping  souls  of  sinners  sweet, 
Just  as  our  kitchen  salt  keeps  meat. 

The  knaves  set  off  on  the  same  day, 
Peas  in  their  shoes,  to  go  and  pray; 

But  very  different  was  their  speed,  I  wot: 
One  of  the  sinners  galloped  on. 
Swift  as  a  bullet  from  a  gun ; 

The  other  limped,  as  if  he  had  been  shot. 
One  saw  the  Virgin  soon,  Peccavi  cried, 

Had  his  soul  whitewashed  all  so  clever; 
Then  home  again  he  nimbly  hied. 

Made  fit  with  saints  above  to  live  forever. 

In  coming  back,  however,  let  me  say. 

He  met  his  brother  rogue  about  half-way, — 

Hobbling,  with    outstretched    arms    and    bended 

knees. 
Cursing  the  souls  and  bodies  of  the  peas; 
His  eyes  in  tears,  his  cheeks  and  brow  in  sweat, 
Deep  sympathizing  with  his  groaning  feet. 

"  How  now,''  the  light-toed,  whitewashed  pilgrim 
broke, 
"  You  lazv  lubber!  " 
"  Ods  curse  it  I"  cried  the  other,  "'tis  no  joke; 
My  feet,  once  hard  as  any  rock. 
Are  now  as  soft  as  blubber. 

"  Excuse  me.  Virgin  ^lary,  that  I  swear, 
As  for  Loretto,  I  shall  not  get  there; 
No,  to  the  devil  my  sinful  soul  must  go, 
For  damme  if  I  ha'n't  lost  every  toe. 
But,  brother  sinner,  pray  explain 
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How  't  is  tliat  you  are  oot  in  pain. 

What  power  hatli  worked  a  wonder  for  your 
toes, 
Wliilst  i  just  like  a  euail  am  crawling, 
Kow  swearing,  now  on  saints  devoutly  bawling, 

WliiUt  not  a  rascal  comes  to  ease  my  woes? 

"  How  is  't  that  you  can  like  a  greylioiind  go. 
Merry  as  if  that  naught  had  happened,  hiini 
ye!" 
"Why,"   cried   the   other,   griuning,   "you   must 
know, 
That  just  before  I  ventured  on  my  journey, 
To  walk  a  little  more  at  ease, 
I  took  the  liberty  to  boil  my  pcus." 

IIR,    -Tniljf    WOLCOTT    {Peler  Pindar). 


THK    VinAR    OF    BKAY.' 

In  good  King  fharles'K  golden  days. 

When  loyalty  no  harm  meant, 
A  zealous  high-churchman  was  I, 

And  so  I  got  preferment. 

•  "  Tlie  Vicar  «(  Bray  in  Berksliire,  England,  was 
Simon  Alleyn,  or  Allen,  who  lield  liis  place  from  1510  to 
IWS.  He  was  a  Papist  under  tlia  reign  of  Henry  the  ; 
Eiglith,  and  a  Protestant  under  Edward  tlieSixth.  He  was  ^ 
aPapist  agiiin  iiiider  Mary,  and  once  more  becameaPro- 
tpstantin  the  i-el^n  of  Elizabeth,  Wlieu  this  scandal  to 
the  gown  was  reproached  for  his  versatility  of  religious 
creeds,  and  taxed  for  being  a  turn-coat  and  an  inconstant 
changeling,  as  Fuller  exprpsses  it,  he  i-eplied  :  '  Not  so 
neither  ;  for  if  I  changed  my  religion,  I  am  sure  I  kept 
true  to  my  principle,  which  is  to  live  and  die  the  Vicar  of 
Bray.' "— Disraeu. 
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To  teach  my  flock  I  never  missed: 
Kings  were  by  God  appointed, 
And  lost  are  those  that  dare  resist 
Or  touch  the  Lord's  anointed. 

And  this  is  law  that  I  'II  maintain 

Until  my  dying  day,  sir, 
That  whatsoever  king  shall  reign. 
Still  1 11  he  the  Vicar  of  Bray,  sir. 

When  royal  James  possessed  the  crown, 

And  popery  came  in  fashion, 
The  penal  laws  I  hooted  down. 

And  read  the  Declaration; 
The  Church  of  Rome  I  found  would  fit 

Full  well  my  constitution; 
And  I  had  been  a  Jesuit 

But  for  the  Revolution. 
And  this  is  law,  etc. 

When  William  was  our  king  declared, 

To  ease  the  nation's  grievance; 
With  this  new  wind  about  I  steered. 

And  swore  to  him  allegiance; 
Old  principles  I  did  revoke. 

Set  conscience  at  a  distance; 
Passive  obedience  was  a  joke, 

A  jest  was  non-resistance. 
And  this  is  laic,  etc. 

When  royal  Anne  became  our  queen, 
The  Church  of  England's  glory. 

Another  face  of  things  was  seen, 
And  I  became  a  Tory; 
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Occasional  conformists  baae, 

I  blamed  their  moderation; 
And  thought  the  Church  in  danger  was, 

Bj  such  prevarication. 
And  this  is  law,  etc. 

When  George  in  imddiug-tinie  came  o'er, 

And  moderate  men  looked  big,  sir, 
My  principles  1  changed  once  more, 

And  so  became  a  ^\Tiig,  sir; 
And  thus  preferment  I  procured 

From  onr  new  faith's-defender, 
And  almost  every  day  adjured 

The  Pope  and  the  Pretender. 
And  this  is  law,  etc. 

The  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 

And  Protestant  succession. 
To  these  I  do  allegiance  swear — 

While  they  can  keep  possession: 
For  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 

I  nevennoi'e  will  falter, 
And  George  my  lawful  king  shall  be— 
Until  the  times  do  alter. 
And  this  is  law  that  I  'II  maintain 

Until  my  dying  day,  sir, 
That  whatsoever  king  shall  reign, 
Still  I'll  6e  the  Vicar  of  Bray,  sir. 

ANONYMOUS. 


I 
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HUDIBRAS'    SWORD    AND    DAGGER. 

FROM    ''  IIUDIBRAS/^   PART   I. 

His  i)iiissant  sword  unto  his  side 
Near  his  undaunted  heart  was  tied, 
With  basket  hilt  that  would  hold  broth, 
And  serve  for  fight  and  dinner  both. 
In  it  he  melted  lead  for  bullets 
To  shoot  at  foes,  and  sometimes  pullets. 
To  whom  he  bore  so  fell  a  grutch 
He  ne-er  gave  quarter  to  any  such. 
The  trenchant  blade,  Toledo  trusty. 
For  want  of  fighting  was  grown  rusty. 
And  ate  into  itself,  for  lack 
Of  somebody  to  hew  and  hack. 
The  peaceful  scabbard,  where  it  dwelt, 
The  rancor  of  its  edge  had  felt; 
For  of  the  lower  end  two  handful 
It  had  devoured,  it  was  so  manful; 
And  so  much  scorned  to  lurk  in  case, 
As  if  it  durst  not  show  its  face. 

•  •...• 

This  sword  a  dagger  had,  his  page. 
That  was  but  little  for  his  age. 
And  therefore  waited  on  him  so 
As  dwarfs  unto  knight-errants  do. 
It  was  a  serviceable  dudgeon. 
Either  for  fighting  or  for  drudging. 
When  it  had  stabbed  or  broke  a  head, 
It  would  scrape  trenchers  or  chip  bread, 
Toast  cheese  or  bacon,  though  it  were 
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To  bait  a  mouseti-ap  'twould  not  i:ariM 

'T  would  make  clean  shoes,  aod  in  tlie  earth 

Bet  leeks  and  ouious,  and  so  forth : 

It  had  lieen  'prentice  to  a  brewer, 

Whei-e  this  and  more  it  did  endure; 

But  left  the  trade,  as  many  more 

Have  lately  done  on  the  same  score. 

DR.    SAJHrEL    BUTiEK. 


THE    FINE    OLD    ENGLISH    GENTLEMAN." 

I  'll  Ring  you  a  good  old  song, 

Made  by  a  good  old  pate, 
Of  a  fine  old  English  gentleman 

Who  had  an  old  estate, 
And  who  kept  up  his  old  mansion 

At  a  bountiful  old  rate; 
With  a  good  old  porter  to  relieve 

The  old  poor  at  his  gate, 
Like  a  fine  old  English  gentleman 

All  of  the  olden  timp. 

His  hall  so  old  was  hung  arounil 

With  pikes  and  guns  and  bows. 
And  swords,  and  good  old  bucklers. 

That  iiad  stood  some  tough  old  blows; 
'T  was  there  "  his  worship  "  held  his  state 

In  doublet  and  trunk  hose. 
And  quaffed  his  cuji  of  good  old  sack, 

To  w.Triii  liis  gtiod  old  nose, 
Lik-'  a  fine.  etc. 
•  ■vr.Mi.II.'ii  ii|>..ii  inL  <iM  lilai.'li-U-l.ter  song,  called  ■'  The 


^ 
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When  winter's  cold  brought  frost  and  snow, 

He  opened  house  to  all; 
And  though  threescore  and  ten  his  years, 

He  featly  led  the  ball; 
Nor  was  the  houseless  wanderer 

E'er  driven  from  his  hall ; 
For  while  he  feasted  all  the  great, 

He  ne'er  forgot  the  small; 
Like  a  fine,  etc. 

But  time,  though  old,  is  strong  in  flight. 

And  3'ears  rolled  swiftly  by ; 
And  Autumn's  falling  leaves  proclaimed 

This  good  old  man  must  die! 
He  laid  him  down  right  tranquilly. 

Gave  up  life's  latest  sigh; 
And  mournful  stillness  reigned  around, 

And  tears  bedewed  each  eye. 
For  this  good,  etc. 

Now  surely  this  is  better  far 

Than  all  the  new  parade 
Of  theatres  and  fancy  balls, 

"  At  home  "  and  masquerade : 
And  much  more  economical, 

For  all  his  bills  were  paid. 
Then  leave  your  new  vagaries  quite, 

And  take  up  the  old  trade 
Of  a  fine  old  English  gentleman, 

All  of  the  olden  time. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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TOBY    TOSSPOT. 

Alas!  wimt  pit.y  't  is  that  regularity, 

Like  Isaair  Sliow'a,  is  such  a.  rarity! 
But  there  an?  swiliing  wights  in  Liindoii  town, 

Termed  juljy  dogs,  clioice  Hpirits,  alias  swine. 
Who  pour,  in  midnight  revel,  bumpera  down. 

Making  Ibeir  thi-oata  a  thoi-oughfai-p  for  wlnc. 

These  sriemltln-ifts,  wlio  life's  pl«iHiiiv«  lliiiw  run 
on, 

DozJDg  wilh  headaches  till  the  afternouu, 
Lose  half  uieu's  regular  estate  of  sun, 

By  boiTowing  too  largely  of  the  iiioon. 

One  of  this  kidney — Toby  Tosspot  higlit — 
Was  coming  from  the  Bedford  late  at  night ; 
Aiid  bt'iu','  llatclil  itlniHs.  full  of  wine, 
AKliimi^li  ho  had  a  tolerable  notion 

Of  itiiiiiii^,'  at  progressive  uiotion, 
'T  wasn't  direct. — 't  was  serpentine, 
lie  worked  with  siuuositien,  along. 
Like   .MtJUKJeur  (■orliscrcw,   woi-niiny   llirouyih    a 

cork, 
Xot   straiglit.    like   Corkscrew's    |ir<jxy,    slilf   Hiii] 
Proni;-.— a  fork. 

Al  Icn-tli.  »  il!i  iiL-iir  four  bottlos  in  Mh  pale, 

lie  Si, w  til ti^lihiiti-oii  Slmvc-Hlimss[.liite. 

Wlirn   ica.)i]|,L'.   "  !'lc;is.>   lo   rinj;   llic   licll." 
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'^  Ring  it !  "  says  Toby, — "  very  well ; 

I  '11  ring  it  with  a  deal  of  pleasure." 
Toby,  the  kindest  soul  in  all  the  town, 
Gave  it  a  jerk  that  almost  jerked  it  down. 

lie  waited  full  two  minutes, — no  one  came; 

He  waited  full  two  minutes  more; — and  then 
Says  Toby,  "  If  he's  deaf,  1  'm  not  to  blame; 

I  '11  pull  it  for  the  gentleman  again." 

But  the  first  peal  woke  Isaac  in  a  fright, 

Who,  quick  as  lightning,  j)opping  up  his  head, 
Sat  on  his  head's  antipodes,  in  bed, 

Pale  as  a  parsnip, — bolt  upright. 

At  length  he  wisely  to  himself  doth  saj',  calming 

his  fears, — 
''  Tush !  't  is  some  fool  has  rung  and  run  away; " 
When  peal  the  second  rattled  in  his  ears. 

Shove  jumped  into  the  middle  of  the  floor; 
And,    tiembling   at    each   breath    of   air   that 
stirred. 
He  groped   down  stairs,  and  opened  the  street 
door. 
While  Toby  was  performing  peal  the  third. 

Isaac  eyed  Toby,  fearfully  askant, 

And  saw  he  was  a  strapper,  stout  and  tall ; 

Then   put  this  question,   "  Pray,  sir,  what  d'ye 
want?" 
Says  Toby,  "  I  want  nothing  sir,  at  all.'' 
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"Want  uitdiiug!  Sii'.  you've  inilleil  uiv  bt^ll,  I 
vow, 

As  if  .vou  'd  jerk  it  oil  flic  wire." 
Quoth  Toby,  gravely  niakiiig  him  a  bow, 

■■  I  pulled  it,  sir,  at  your  deain^," 

"At  mine?"  "'Yes,  yours;  1  hiipo  I 'vf  douf 
it  well. 

High  time  for  lied,  sir;  I  was  hastouing  to  it; 
But  if  you  write  u|),  ■  Please  to  ring  the  bell,' 

Common  politeness  makes  me  stop  iind  do  it." 

GEOHUE    COLMAX    THK    rol'.VCiliR. 


tol:  milkmaid. 

A  MiLKiiAin,  H-hu  poised  a  full  pail  ou  lior  head. 
Thus  mused  ou  her  prosi>eet8  in  life,  it  is  said: 
"Let  me  Bee,— I  should  think  that  this  milk  will 
procure 

Oue  hundred  good  eggs,  or  foiirseore,  to  be  sure. 

''  Well  then, — stop  n  bit, — it  must  uot  be  for- 
gotten. 

Some  of  these  may  be  broken,  and  some  may  be 
rotten; 

lUit  if  twenty  for  aecident  should  be  detached, 

It  will  leave  me  just  sixty  sound  eggs  to  be 
hatehed. 

"  Well,  sixty  souml  eggs. — no,  sound  chickens,  I 

Of  these  some  may  die, — we'll  sujipose  seventeen, 
Wi'vcniecii  I  no(  so  many — s:iy  ten  at  the  most, 
W'hicli  will  le:ive  lifly  ciiiukens  to  boil  or  to  roast. 
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"  But  then  there  's  their  barley :  how  much  will 

they  need? 
Why,  they  take  but  one  grain  at  a  time  when  they 

feed, — 
So  that 's  a  mere  trifle;  now  then,  let  us  see, 
xVt  a  fair  market  price  how  much  money  there'll 

be. 

"  Six     shillings     a     pair — five — four — three-and- 

six. 
To  prevent  all  mistakes,  that  low  price  1  will  fix; 
Now  what  will  that  make?  fifty  chickens,  I  said, — 
Fifty  times  three-and-sixpence — /  11  ask  Brother 

Ned. 

"  O,  but  stop, — three-and-sixpence  a  pair  I  must 

sell  'em ; 
Well,  a  pair  is  a  couple, — now  then  let  us  tell 

'em ; 
A  coui)le  in  fifty  will  go  (my  poor  brain!) 
Why,  just  a  score  times  and  five  pair  will  remain. 

*'  Twenty-five  pair  of  fowls — now   how  tiresome 

it  IS 

That  1  can't  reckon  up  so  much  money  as  this  I 
Well,  there  's  no  use  in  trying,  so  let 's  give  a 

guess, — 
I  '11  say  twenty  i)Ounds,  and  it  can't  he  no  less, 

"  Twenty  j)Ounds,  I  am  certain,  will  buy  me  a  cow, 
Thirty  geese  and  two  turkeys, — eight  pigs  and  a 
sow ; 
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Now  if  these  t«]Ti  out  well,  at  the  end  of  a  year, 
I   shall   litl   botli   uiy  pockets  with  guineas,  'tis 
L-iear." 

Forgetting  hei  biirdeu,  wheu  this  Khe  had  said, 
The  maid  superciliously  tossed  up  her  Lead; 
When,  alas  for  her  prospects  1  lier  milk-pail  de- 

ficeuded. 
And  8(j  all  her  schemes  fur  the  future  were  cuded. 

This  moral,   I   think,  may  be  safely  attached, — 
"  Reckon  not  on  your  cbickeus  before  they  are 
hatched." 

JEFFREYS    TAYLOK, 


MORNING    MEDITATIONS. 

Let  Taylor  preach,  upon  a  niorniug  breezy, 
IIow    well    to    rise   while    ni<;hts    aud    larks   are 

(lying,— 
For  my  jiart,  ji<'l1ing  up  seems  not  so  easy 
liy  half  as  lying. 

What  if  the  lark  does  carol  in  the  sky, 
Koai'liLfT  bi'voiid  the  sifjlit  to  (iud  hiui  out, — 
Wherefore  am  I  to  rise  at  such  a  Hy? 
1  'ni  not  a  trout. 

Talk  not  Id  iiic  of  bees  and  such-like  hums. 

The  sKiclI  uf  sweet  herbs  at  the  niorniu};  prime, — 
Oiilv  lie  liuig  eiiiHi^li,  and  bed  Itecomcs 
A  bed  of  tiwc. 
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To  me  Dan  Phoebus  and  his  car  are  naught, 
His  steeds  that  paw  impatiently  about, — 
Let  them  enjoy,  say  I,  as  horses  ought, 

The  first  turn-out! 

Right  beautiful  the  dewy  meads  appear 
Besprinkled  by  the  rosy-fingered  girl; 
What  then, — if  I  prefer  my  pillow-beer 

To  early  pearl? 

My  stomach  is  not  ruled  by  other  men's, 
And,  grumbling  for  a  reason,  quaintly  begs 
Wherefore  should  master  rise  before  the  hens 

Have  laid  their  eggs? 

Why  from  a  comfortable  pillow  start 
To  see  faint  (lushes  in  the  east  awaken? 
A  fig,  say  I,  for  any  streaky  part. 

Excepting  bacon. 

An  early  riser  Mr.  Orav  has  drawn, 
Who  used  to  haste  the  dewy  grass  among, 
"  To  meet  the  sun  upon  the  upland  lawn," — 

Well, — he  died  young. 

With  charwomen  such  early  hours  agree. 
And  sweeps  that  earn  betimes  their  bit  and  sup; 
But  I  'm  no  climbing  boy,  and  need  not  be 

All  up, — all  up! 

So  here  I  lie,  my  morning  calls  deferring. 
Till  something  nearer  to  the  stroke  of  noon; — 
A  man  that 's  fond  precociously  of  stirring 

Must  be  a  spoon. 

THOMAS    UOOD. 


ELEGY   ON    THE    DEATH 
OOG. 

Good  people  all,  of  every  sort. 

Give  eai"  uuto  my  song; 
And  if  you  find  it  woudrons  short, 

It  cannot  hold  you  long. 

In  Islington  there  was  a  man 
Of  whom  the  world  miglit  say, 

That  still  a  godly  lace  he  ran — 
Whene'er  he  went  to  pray. 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had, 
To  I'oiiifort  friends  and  foes: 

The  naked  every  day  he  clad^ 
When  ho  put  on  hiH  clolhes. 

And  in  that  town  a  dof;  wiih  found, 

As  many  tlogs  there  be, 
I'otli  mongivl,  poppy,  whelp,  and  hound, 

And  cni'H  of  low  degree. 

Tliis  (log  and  man  at  flrat  were  friends; 

Hut  when  a  pi^jup  l)(>gan, 
Tlio  d(i^  lo  f^aiii  his  private  ends, 

Went  mad.  and  bit  the  man. 


Around  from  all  the  neighboring  stwets 

The  wondering  ni'ighbiirR  ran. 
And  wwoic  the  dog  had  lost  his  wits, 
To  liite  so  ''iH»\  ii  man; 
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The  Vv'ound  it  seemed  both  sore  and  sad 

To  every  Christian  eye: 
And  while  they  swore  tlie  dog  was  mad, 

They  swore  the  man  would  die. 

liut  soon  a  wonder  came  to  light, 
That  showed  the  rogues  they  lied: — 

The  man  recovered  of  the  bite. 
The  dog  it  was  that  died! 

OLIVER    GOLDSMITH. 


OLD    GRIMES. 

Old  Guimes  is  dead,  that  good  old  man,- 
We  ne'er  shall  see  him  more; 

He  used  to  wear  a  long  black  coat, 
All  buttoned  down  before. 

His  heart  was  oi)en  as  the  day,  . 

His  feelings  all  were  true; 
His  hair  was  some  inclined  to  gray, — 

He  wore  it  in  a  (lueue. 

Whene'er  he  heard  the  voice  of  pain. 
His  breast  with  j)ity  burned; 

The  large  round  head  upon  his  cane 
From  ivorv  was  turned. 

Kind  words  ho  ever  had  for  all ; 

He  knew  no  base  design; 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  rather  small, 

His  nose  was  aquiline. 
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He  lived  at  peace  witli  all  mankind, 

In  frienJship  he  was  true; 
His  coat  Lad  poi-ket-holee  behind, 

His  pantaloons  were  blue. 

Unharmed,  the  sin  which  earth  polluteB 

He  passed  securely  o  'er, — 
And  nevei-  wore  a  pair  or  boots 

For  thii-ty  yeai-H  or  more. 

But  good  Old  Grimes  is  now  at  rest, 
Nor  fears  misfortune's  frown; 

He  wore  a  double-breasted  vest. — 
The  strii)es  I'an  up  and  dowii. 

He  modest  merit  sought  to  find, 

And  pay  it  its  desert; 
He  had  no  malice  in  his  miad. 

No  ruffles  on  his  shirt. 

His  neighbors  he  did  not  abuse,- — 

Was  Hociablo  and  gay; 
lie  wore  lar^e  buckles  on  his  shoes, 

,\nd  (liiinged  them  every  day. 

IliN  knowledge.  Iiid  from  public  gaze, 

He  did  not  bi'ins  to  view. 
X"r  iiiako  a  noise,  town-meeting  days, 

.\w  many  (xvijile  do. 

His  woilill.v  ,!;;o(h1s  he  never  threw 

hi  trust  to  rnrliine's  clianies, 
lint  lived  i;\s  all  his  brothers  do) 
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Thus  undisturbed  by  anxious  cares 

His  peaceful  moments  ran; 
And  everybody  said  he  was 

A  fine  old  gentleman. 

ALBERT    G.    GREENE. 


ELEGY    ON    MADAM    RLAIZE. 

Good  i)eople  all,  with  one  accord, 
Lament  for  Madam  Blaize; 

Who  never  wanted  a  good  word — 
From  those  who  spoke  her  praise. 

The  needy  seldom  passed  her  door, 
.  And  ahvaj^s  found  her  kind; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  poor — 
Who  left  a  pledge  behind. 

She  strove  the  neighborhood  to  please, 
With  manner  wondrous  winning; 

She  never  followed  wicked  ways — 
Unless  when  she  was  sinning. 

At  church,  in  silk  and  satins  new, 
With  hoop  of  monstrous  size, 

She  never  slumbered  in  her  pew — 
But  when  she  shut  her  eves. 

Her  love  was  sought,  I  do  aver. 

By  twenty  beaux,  or  more; 
The  king  himself  has  followed  her — 

When  she  has  walked  before. 
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But  now  her  wealth  and  finery  fled. 

Her  bangers-on  cut  short  ail, 
Her  doctors  found,  when  she  waa  4ead — 

Her  hist  disorder  mortal. 

Let  us  himent,  in  sorrow  sore; 

For  Kent  Street  well  may  sav, 
That,  had  she  lived  a  twelvemonth  more — 

She  had  not  died  to-day. 


THE    GR.\.VE-YARD. 

FROM   '-'a   r.Mfl.E  FOR  CniTICS." 

Let  us  glance  for  a  moment,  'tis  well  woi'th  the 
pa  ins  J 

And  note  what  an  average  grave-yard  contains; 

There  lie  levellers  levelled,  duns  done  up  them- 
selves, 

There  are  booksellers  Anally  laid  on  their  shelves, 

Horizoutally  there  lie  upright  politicians, 

Dose-a-dose  with  their  patients  sleep  faultless 
physicians, 

Thei'e    are    slave-drivers    quietly    whipt    under- 

Thi'iv  liookhindei's,  done  up  in  boards,  are  fast 

hound, 
Tlieir   cai'd-iilayei's  wait  till   the  last   trump  I)e 

jilayed. 
Thei(-  iill  llie  clioice  spii'its  ^et  finally  laid, 
Then'  1I10  liahc  Ihat's  unhorn  is  supplied  with  a 

lierth. 
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There  men  without  legs  get  their  six  feet  of  earth, 
There  hiwyers  repose,  each  wrapt  up  in  his  case. 
There  seekers  of  office  are  sure  of  a  place, 
There  defendant  and  plaintiff  get  equally  cast, 
There  shoemakers  quietly  stick  to  the  last. 
There  brokers  at  length  become  silent  as  stocks. 
There  stage-drivers  sleep  without  quitting  their 

box, 
And  so  forth  and  so  forth  and  so  forth  and  so  on. 
With  this  kind  of  stuff'  one  might  endlessly  go  on; 
To  come  to  the  point,  I  may  safely  assert  you 
Will  find  in  each  yard  every  cardinal  virtue; 
(And  at  this  just  conclusion  will  surely  arrive. 
That  the  goodness  of   earth   is   more   dead   than 

alive). 

JAMES    RUSSELL    LOWELL. 


FAITHLESS  NELLY  GRAY. 

A  PATHETIC  CALL  AD. 

Ben  I^attle  was  a  soldier  bold. 
And  used  to  war's  alarms; 

But  a  cannon-ball  took  off  his  legs. 
So  he  laid  down  his  arms. 

Now  as  they  bore  him  off  the  field. 
Said  he,  "Let  others  shoot; 

For  here  I  leave  my  second  leg, 
And  the  Fortv-second  Foot." 

The  army-surgeons  nmde  him  limbs: 
Said  he,  **  They 're  only  pegs; 
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But  there's  as  wooden  Kieiubers  quite 
As  repi-eseut  my  legs." 

Now  lii'ii  he  Idvcd  ii  iiretlv  iiiuid, — 
Hev  uaiiie  was  ^'clly  Gray; 

So  he  went  to  pity  her  his  devours, 
Wheu  he  devoured  his  pay. 

But  when  he  called  on  Nelly  Gray, 
She  made  tiiiu  quite  a  seofT; 

And  when  she  saw  hiw  wooden  legs, 
Began  to  take  them  of!'. 

"O  Nelly  Gray!  0  Nelly  Gray! 

Is  this  your  love  so  warm? 
The  love  that  loves  a  scarlet  t-oat 

Should  lie  more  uniform." 

Said  she,  "  I  loved  a  soldier  once, 
For  he  was  blitlie  and  brave; 

But  I  will  never  have  a  man 
With  both  logH  in  the  grave. 

'■  Ttcforc  you  had  those  tiinler  toes 

Vour  love  1  did  allow; 
But  then,  yim  know,  you  stand  upon 

Another  footing  now."' 

"O  Nelly  r.ray!  O  Nelly  Gray! 
For  all  your  jeering  speeches, 

At  <luty"s  rail  1  left  luy  legs 
In  Badajos's  lucai-lies." 
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"  Why,  then,"  said  she,  "  you  've  lost  the  feet 

Of  legs  in  war's  alarms, 
And  now  vou  cannot  wear  your  shoes 

Upon  your  feats  of  arms !  " 

"O  false  and  fickle  Nelly  Gray! 

I  know  why  you  refuse : 
Though  I  ^^e  no  feet,  some  other  man 

Is  standing  in  my  shoes. 

"I  wish  I  ne'er  had  seen  your  face; 

But,  now  a  long  farewell  I 
For  you  will  be  my  death; — alas! 

You  will  not  be  my  Nell!'' 

Now  when  he  went  from  Nelly  Gray 

His  heart  so  heayy  got, 
And  life  was  such  a  burden  grown, 

It  made  him  take  a  knot. 

So  round  his  melancholy  neck 

A  rope  he  did  intwine. 
And,  for  his  second  time  in  life. 

Enlisted  in  the  Line. 

One  end  he  tied  around  a  beam, 

And  then  remoyed  his  pegs; 
And  as  his  legs  were  off, — of  course 

He  soon  was  off  his  legs. 

And  there  he  hung  till  he  was  dead 

As  any  nail  in  town; 
For ,» though  distress  had  cut  him  up. 

It  could  not  cut  him  down. 


THE   PRESS-GANG. 

"  But  as  tbey  fetr.bed  a  walk  one  day, 
They  met  a  press-gang  crew  ; 
And  Sally  she  did  faint  away, 
Whilst  Ben  he  ivas  brought  to." 


■i\grax-in^  after  painting  by  AUx-tttdi^  Jokntton. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

A  dozen  meu  sat  on  his  coi-jise. 

To  find  out  why  he  died, — 
And  they  buried  Ben  in  four  tToss- roads, 

With  a  stalie  in  hia  inside. 


FAITHLESS   SALLY   DKOWN. 

YouNO  Bbn  he  waa  a  nice  yimng  man, 

A  carpenter  by  trade ; 
And  he  fell  in  love  witli  Sally  llrown, 

That  waa  a  lady's  maid. 

But  as  they  fetched  a  walk  one  day, 

They  met  a  prcas-gang  crew; 
And  Sally  she  did  faint  away, 

Whilst  Ben  he  was  brought  to. 

The  boatswain  swore  with  wicked  words 

Enough  to  shock  a  saint, 
That,  though  she  did  seem  in  u  fit, 

'T  was  nothing  but  a  feint. 

"  Coine.  jiii'l-"  s^'id  he,  "  hold  up  your  head, 

He  '![  be  as  fjood  aa  me ; 
For  when  your  awain  is  in  our  boat 

A  boatswain  he  will  be." 

So  when  they  'd  made  their  game  of  her, 

Aii(!  litkeii  otr  her  elf. 
She  roused,  and  found  she  onlv  was 
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"  And  is  he  gone,  and  is  he  gone?  " 
She  cried  and  wept  outright; 

"  Then  I  will  to  the  water-side, 
And  see  him  out  of  sight." 

A  waterman  came  up  to  her; 

"  Now,  3'oung  woman,"  said  Ite, 
"If  you  weep  on  so,  you  will  make 

Eye-water  in  the  sea." 

ft/ 

"  Alas !  they  've  taken  my  heau,  Ben, 
To  sail  with  old  Benbow;" 

And  her  woe  began  to  run  afresh. 
As  if  she  'd  said.  Gee  woe  I 

Says  he,  *'  They  've  only  taken  him 
To  the  tender-ship,  you  see." 

"  The  tender-ship,"  cried  Sally  Brown,- 
"  What  a  hard-ship  that  must  be !  " 

"  O,  would  I  were  a  mermaid  now, 
For  then  1  W  follow  him! 

But  O,  1  'm  not  a  fish-woman, 
And  so  1  cannot  swim. 

"  Alas !  I  was  not  born  beneath 
The  Virgin  and  the  Scales, 

So  I  must  curse  my  cruel  stars, 
And  walk  about  in  Wales." 

Now  Ben  had  sailed  to  many  a  place 
That's  underneath  the  world; 

But  in  two  3'ears  the  ship  came  home, 
And  all  her  sails  were  furled. 


But  wlien  he  called  on  Siill. 

To  see  how  she  got  on, 
He  found  Blie  'd  got  another  Ben, 

Whose  (.'hrietian-name  was  JobD. 

"O  Sall.v  Brown!  O  Sally  Brown! 

How  cftuld  you  serve  me  so? 
I  've  met  witii  many  a  breeze  before, 

But  never  such  a  blow!" 

Then,  reading  oij  his  'baceo  box. 

He  heaved  a  heavy  sigh. 
And  then  began  to  eye  hia  pipe, 

And  then  to  pipe  hia  eye. 

And  then  he  tried  to  sing,  "  All 's  Well !  " 
But  could  not,  though  he  tried; 

His  head  was  turned, — and  so  he  chewed 
Hia  pigtail  till  he  died. 


nia  death,  which  happened  in  his  berth, 

At  forty -odd  befell; 
They  went  and  told  the  sexton,  and 

The  sexton  tolled  the  bell. 


ORATOR    rUFF. 

Silt.  OiiA'niit  Vvvv  had  two  tones  in  Iiis  voice. 

The  one  siineaking  tJiii.i.  and  the  other  down  so; 
In   each    sonti'Tice  lie    uttered    he   gave   you   your 
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For  one  half  was  13  alt,  and  the  rest  G  below. 
O!  01  Orator  Putf, 
One  voice  for  an  orator  's  surely  enough. 

But  he  still  talked  away,  spite  of  coughs  and  of 
frowns, 
So  distracting  all  ears  with  his  ups  and  his 
downs. 
That  a  wag  once,  on  hearing  the  orator  say, 
^*  My    voice    is   for   war!"    asked,    "Which    of 
them,  pray  ?  " 
O !  O !  Orator  Tuff,  etc. 

Reeling  homeward  one  evening,   top-heavy  with 
gin. 
And  rehearsing  his  speech  on  the  weight  of  the 
crown, 
lie  tripped  near  a  saw-pit,  and  tumbled  right  in, 
'^  Sinking  fund  "  the  last  words  as  his  noddle 
came  down. 
010!  Orator  Puff,  etc. 

"Good  Lord!''   he  exclaimed,   in   his  he-and-she 
tones, 
*' Help  me  out!    Help  me  out!    I  have  broken 
mv  bones!  " 
"Help   you    out?"    said   a    Paddy    who   passed, 
"  what  a  bother ! 
Why,  there  's  two  of  you  there — can't  you  help 
one  another?  " 
O !  O !  Orator  Puff, 
One  voice  for  an  orator's  surely  enough. 

THOMAS    MOOKE. 


MiaCELLAXEOUS. 


THE    GOUTY    MEHCnANT    AND    THE 
STKANGEK. 

In  Broad  Street  building  (on  ii  winti!!-  niglit), 

Snug  by  his  parlor-fiie,  a  gouty  wiglit 

Sat  all  alone,  with  one  htind  rubbing 

His  feet  rolled  up  in  fleecy  hose: 

With  t'  other  he  'd  beneath  his  nose 

The  Public  Ledger,  in  whose  eolumns  gvubbiug, 

He  noted  all  the  sales  of  hojis, 

Ships,  sliops,  and  slops; 
Gum,  galls,  and  groceries;  ginger,  gin. 
Tar,  tallow,  turmeric,  turpentine,  and  tin; 
When  lo!  a  decent  personage  in  black 
Entered  and  most  politely  said,^ 

"Your  footman,  sir,  has  gone  his  nif-btly  Imc!; 

To  the  King's  Head, 
And  [eft  your  door  ajar;  which  I 
Observed  in  jmssing  by, 

And  tlioitj;lit  it  nei-ihborly  to  give  you  notice." 

"Ten  thousand  thanks;  how  very  few  get, 
In  time  of  danger. 

Such  kind  attention  front  a  stranger! 
Assuivdiy.  that  fcllow'M  throat  is 
Doomed  to  a  final  drop  at  Newgate: 
He  knows,  too.  (the  nn<'onscionahle  elf!) 
That  there  '«  no  sonl  at  home  except  myself." 

■■  Indeed."  I'ejdied  the  stranger  (looking  grave), 

■■  Then  lie 's  a  donble  knave ; 
Tie  knows  llial  r(ii;ui'H  and  IhieveM  by  scores 
Nightly  beset  unguarded  doors: 


•I 
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And  see,  how  easily  might  one 

Of  these  domestic  foes, 

Even  beneath  your  very  nose, 
Perform  his  knavish  tricks; 
Enter  your  room,  as  I  have  done. 
Blow  out  your  candles — thus — and  thus — 
Pocket  your  silver  candlesticks. 

And — walk  off — thus  " — 
So  said,  so  done;  he  made  no  more  remark 

Nor  waited  for  replies, 

But  marched  off  with  his  prize, 
Leaving  the  gouty  merchant  in  the  dark. 

HOKACE    SMITH, 


THE    DIVERTING    HISTORY    OF    JOHN 

GILPIN. 

SHOWING  HOW  HE  WENT  fartii?:r  than 

HE     INTENDED^     AND     CAME     SAFE 
HOME   AGAIN. 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  trainband  captain  eke  was  he 

Of  famous  London  town. 

John  Gilpin's  spouse  said  to  her  dear — 
"  Though  wedded  we  have  been 

These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  holiday  have  seen. 

"  To-morrow  is  our  wedding-day, 
And  we  will  then  repair 


MISCELLAXEOUS. 

Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton 
All  in  a  chaise  and  paii'. 

"  Mj  sister  and  my  sister's  child, 

Myself  and  childi*en  three, 
Will  fill  the  chaise;  so  you  oiust  ride 

On  horseback  after  we." 

He  soon  replied,  "  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one. 
And  you  are  she,  ray  dearest  dear: 

TJierefore  it  shall  be  done. 

"  I  am  a  linendraper  bold. 

As  ail  the  world  doth  l;now. 
And  my  j;ood  friend  the  csilender 

Will  lend  his  horse  to  go." 

Quoth  Mrs.  (liljiin,  "That's  well  said; 

And  for  that  wine  is  dear, 
AVe  will  I)e  furnished  with  our  own, 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear." 

John  Oilpin  kissed  his  loving  wife; 

O'erjoyed  was  he  to  find, 
That,  thouj^h  on  pleasure  she  was  bent, 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 

The  morning  caiiie,  the  chaise  was  brouglit, 

lint  yet  was  not  allowed 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 

Shouhl  say  that  she  was  proud. 
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So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  staved, 

Where  they  did  all  get  in; 
Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels, 

Were  never  folks  so  glad; 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath, 

As  if  (,'heapside  were  mad. 

John  Gil])in  at  his  horse's  side 

Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane, 
And  up  he  got  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again; 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reached  had  he,  . 

His  journey  to  begin, 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came ;  for  loss  of  time. 

Although  it  grieved  him  sore. 
Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

'T  was  long  before  the  customers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind, 
When  Hetty  screaming  came  down  stairs, 

"The  wine  is  left  behind!" 

"  Good  lack !  "  quoth  he,. "  yet  bring  it  me, 

My  leathern  belt  likewise, 
Tn  which  1  bear  mv  trustv  sword 

When  I  do  exercise." 


MISCELLANEOUS 

Now  Mistress  Gilpiu  (careful  soull) 
Had  two  stOQe  bottles  found, 

To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  loved, 
And  keep  it  safe  aud  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear, 

Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 
And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  side, 

To  make  his  balance  true- 
Then  over  ail,  that  he  might  bo 

Equipped  from  top  to  top, 
His  long  red  cloak,  well  brushed  and  neat. 

He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  steed, 
Full  slowly  pacing  o'er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 

I'ut  finding  soon  a  smoother  road 

licnciitii  Ilia  well-shod  feet, 
The  snorting  l>oast  began  to  trot, 

Which  galh'd  him  in  his  seat. 

"So,  f;iir  and  softly,"  John  lie  cried, 

Hut  Jolin  he  cried  in  vain ; 
Tliiit  triit  lie<aiiie  a  g;i]h>]>  soon, 

hi  spilf  of  curl)  and  I'cin. 

Ko  stooping  down,  aa  neeils  he  nmst 
Who  cannot  sit  upright. 
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He  grasped  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 
And  eke  with  all  his  might. 


His  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 

Had  handled  been  before, 
What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  naught; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  out, 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  cloak  did  fly, 

Like  streamer  long  and  gay, 
Till,  loop  and  button  failing  both, 

At  last  it  flew  away. 

Then  might  all  people  well  discern 

The  bottles  he  had  slung; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side. 

As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  screamed, 

Up  flew  the  windows  all; 
And  every  soul  cried  out,  "  Well  done! " 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 

Away  wont  Gilpin, — who  but  he? 

His  fame  soon  spread  around, 
"  He  carries  weight !  he  rides  a  race ! 

'T  is  for  a  thousand  pound ! " 


MISCELLANEOUS 

And  still  aa  fast  as  he  drew  near 
'Twas  wonderful  to  view, 

How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike  ii 
Their  gates  wide  open  threw 


And  now,  as  lie  went  bowing  down 

His  reeking  head  full  low, 
The  bottles  twain  Iffihind  his  back 

Were  shattered  at  a  blow. 

Dowu  ran  the  wine  into  the  road, 

Most  piteouB  to  be  seen, 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  suiok( 

Aa  they  had  basted  been. 

But  still  he  seemed  to  carr;'  weight, 
With  leathern  girdle  braced ; 

For  all  might  see  the  bottle  necks 
Still  daiifilingat  his  wiiist. 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 

These  gambols  did  he  play, 
Until  he  c-ame  unto  the  Wash 

Of  Kdiiionlon  so  gay; 

And  there  lie  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way. 
Just  like  unto  a  f  nindling  mO]), 

Or  u  wild  g{)owe  at  play. 

At  F.dnr.mt.m  his  loving  wife 


282  HUJIOROUf^  POEMS. 

Her  tender  husband,  wondering  much 
To  see  how  he  did  ride. 


'*  Stop,  stop,  John   Gilpin! — Here's  the  house," 

They  all  at  once  did  cry ; 
''  The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tired." 

Said  Gilpin,^^  So  am  I !  " 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclined  to  tarry  there; 
For  why? — his  owner  had  a  house 

Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 

So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong; 
So  did  he  fly — which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilj)in  out  of  breath, 

And  sore  against  his  will, 
Till  at  his  friend  the  calender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  still. 

The  calender,  amazed  to  see 

His  neighbor  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  his  pii)e,  flew  to  the  gate, 

And  thus  accosted  him : 

^' What  news?  what  news?  your  tidings  tell; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall, — 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  why  you  come  at  all  ?  " 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

Now  Gilpin  bad  a  pleasant  wit, 

And  loved  u  timely  joke; 
And  thus  unto  the  calender 

In  lueny  gui^e  be  spoke: 

"  I  came  because  .your  horse  would  come; 

And,  if  I  well  forebode, 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here, 

Tbej  are  upon  tbe  road." 

Tbe  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
Returned  him  not  a  single  word, 

liut  to  the  house  went  in ; 

Whence  straight  be  came  witb  bat  and  wig; 

A  wig  tbat  flowed  bebind, 
A  bat  not  nmch  the  worse  for  wear, 

Kach  comely  in  its  kind. 

Ill' held  thPiii  up.  ;um1  in  his  turn 

Tlius  slif.wed  his  ready  wit. 
"  5[y  head  is  twice  iis  lilg  as  youi-s, 

Tiiey  therefore  needs  nmst  lit. 

"  Kut  let  nie  scrape  ilio  dirt  away 

Tbat  bnnjrs  u[»jii  ymir  fare: 
And  slnj.  iiiKicaN  for  well  y.ui  laiiy 


laid  John,  '■  It  is  my  wedding-day, 
And  all  tbe  world  would  stare, 


i 
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If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware.'' 


So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

'*  I  am  in  haste  to  dine; 
'T  was  for  your  pleasure  you  came  here, 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine." 

Ah,  luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear; 
For,  while  he  spake,  a  braying  ass 

Did  sing  most  loud  and  clear; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar, 
And  galloped  off  with  all  his  might, 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig: 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first, 

For  why? — they  were  too  big. 

Now  Mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  j)osting  down 
Into  the  country  far  away. 

She  pulled  out  half  a  crown ; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said, 
That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 

"  This  shall  be  yours  when  you  bring  back 
My  husband  safe  and  well." 


Ml  tic  ELL.  1 NEO  US.  2 

The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meet 

Joha  comiug  bark  aiuain; 
Whom  in  a  trice  be  tried  to  Btop 

By  catching  at  his  rein; 

But  uot  ijerforniiug  what  he  meant, 

And  gladly  would  have  done, 
The  frightened  steed  he  frightened  more, 

And  made  hiui  faster  ruu. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  iHiatboy  at  his  heels. 
The  jjostboy's  horse  right  glad  to  miss 

The  lumbering  of  the  wheels. 

Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road. 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly, 
With  postboy  scampering  in  tiie  rear. 

They  raised  the  hue  and  cry  :^ 

"Stop  thief!  atop  thii'f I — a  highwayman! 

Kot  one  of  them  wns  mute; 
And  all  and  each  that  ]iassed  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pnrsuit. 

And  now  the  tiirapilve-gates  again 

Flew  open  in  short  space; 
The  toll-iiiim  thinking,  aa  before, 

That  (iiliiin  rode  a  race. 

AmlsnliiMlid.  ;mhI  won  it  too. 


28G  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 

Nor  stopped  till  where  he  had  got  up 
He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing,  "  Long  live  the  king, 

And  Gilpin,  long  live  he; 
And  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad, 

May  1  be  there  to  see ! " 

WILLIAM    COWPER. 


EPIGRAMS  BY  S.  T.  COLERIDGE. 

COLOGNE. 

In  Koln,  a  town  of  monks  and  bones, 

And  pavements  fanged  with  murderous  stones. 

And  rags,  and  hags,  and  hideous  wenches, — 

I  counted  two-and-seventy  stenches. 

All  well-defined  and  several  stinks! 

Ye  nymphs  that  reign  o'er  sewers  and  sinks, 

The  river  Rhine,  it  is  well  known. 

Doth  wash  your  city  of  Cologne; 

But  tell  me,  nymphs!  what  power  divine 

Shall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Rhine? 


Sly  Beelzebub  took  all  occasions 

To  try  Job's  constancy  and  patience. 

He  took  his  honor,  took  his  health; 

He  took  his  children,  took  his  wealth. 

His  servants,  oxen,  horses,  cows — 

But  cunning  Satan  did  7iot  take  his  spouse. 

But  Heaven,  that  brings  out  good  from  evil, 
And  loves  to  disappoint  the  devil. 
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Had  piedetei'iuined  to  i-estore 

Twofold  all  be  liad  before; 

His  SKivauts,  horses,  oxen,  cows — 

Short -siglited  devil,  uot  to  take  his  spouse! 

Hoarse  Mieviiis  rends  hie  hohbiing  verse 

To  all,  and  at  all  times. 
And  finds  them  both  divincl^v  smooth, 

His  voice  as  well  ;iH  vh.vnies. 

Yet  folks  say  JIaevius  is  no  ass ; 

But  Mieviiia  makes  it  dear 
That  he  "s  a  monster  of  an  ass, — 

An  ass  without  an  ear ! 

8wANS  sinj;  befoi-e  lliey  die,— 't  wt're  no  bail  tliinj 
Did  certain  [lersous  die  befoii;  tbcy  sin;;. 


THE    KAZdR-WKLLKR. 

A  i^ELLOW  in  a  iLiarki't-tiiwn, 

Most  iimsiiiil,  fi'ii'd  razors  iiji  aud  down, 

And  ollVri'd  twelve  ForeighU-eu  |jeiic-t.-; 
WUicli  ccfliiinl.v  seemed  wondrous  cbea]). 
And.  fur  tbc  money,  (juite  a  heap, 

As  I'vi'i-v  iiiiin  wiKiId  buy,  with  cash  and  sense. 

A  connlry  iMiiii|iUiii  Ibe  jjreat  offer  beard.— 
I'oor  Hiidjie,  wbii  KiilTered  by  a  hfoaii  black  bi'iir  1 
Tbat    seemed    a     sboe-brusli     stuck    beueiitb     hi; 


■  lie  paid, 
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And  proudly  to  himself  in  whispers  said, 
"  This  rascal  stole  the  razors,  I  suppose. 

"  No  matter  if  the  fellow  he  a  knave, 
Provided  that  the  razors  shave; 

It  certainly  will  be  a  monstrous  prize." 
So  home  the  clown,  with  his  good  fortune,  went, 
Smiling  in  heart  and  soul  content, 

And  quickly  soai)ed  himself  to  ears  and  eyes. 

Being  well  lathered  from  a  dish  or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub. 

Just  like  a  hedger  cutting  furze; 
'T  was  a  vile  razor  I — then  the  rest  he  tried, — 
All  were  impostors.    ^'  Ah !  "  Hodge  sighed, 

"  I  wish  my  eighteen  pence  within  my  purse." 

In  vain  to  chase  his  beard,  and  bring  the  graces. 
He  cut,  and  dug,  and  winced,  and  stamped,  and 
swore ; 
Brought    blood,    and    danced,    blasphemed,    and 
made  wry  faces. 
And  cursed  each  razor's  body  o'er  and  o'er : 

His  muzzle  formed  of  opposition  stuff. 
Firm  as  a  Foxite,  would  not  lose  its  ruff; 

So  kept  it, — laughing  at  the  steel  and  suds. 
Hodge,  in  a  i)assion,  stretched  his  angry  jaws. 
Vowing  the  direst  vengeance  with  clenched  claws, 

On  the  vile  cheat  that  sold  the  goods. 
^'  Razors !  a  mean,  confounded  dog, 

Not  fit  to  scrape  a  hog !  " 
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Hodge  sdiiglit  the  fel  1  it w,— found   liiiu, — and  be- 
gun: 
"  P'rhaps,  Master  EaKor-rogue,  to  you  't  is  fun. 

That  people  Haj-  theiuselveB  out  of  tlieii-  lives. 
You  rascal;  for  an  hour  have  I  been  gnibbiuK. 
Giving  my  crying  whiskers  here  a  scrubbing, 

With  razors,  just  like  oyster-knives. 
Sirrah !     I  tell  yon  you  're  a  knave, 
To  cvy  up  razors  that  can't  Bhave!" 

"  Friend,"    quoth    the    razor-man,    "  1  'm    not    a 
knave; 
As  for  the  razors  you  have  bought, 
Upon  my  soul,  I  never  thought 
That  they  would  shave.'" 

"Not  think  they'd  ghaiie!"  quoth  Hodge,  with 
wondering  eyes, 
And  voice  not  much  unlike  ao  Indian  yell; 
"  What  were  they  made  for,  then,  you  dog?  " 
he  cries. 
•'Made."  quoth  the  feilow  with  a  smile, — "to 
sell." 

DK.   JOU-V    WOLCOTT    (Peler Pindar). 


TAPER. 

A  CON  VERM  ATIOXAL  I'LEASAXTRY, 

So\[G  wit  of  old— such  wits  of  old  there  were, 
\'\niose   hints   showed   meaning,   whose   allusions 

cai-e— 
n.v  one  brave  (<tn)l;e  to  mark  all  human  kind, 
Called  clear,  blank  ]iai)er  every  infant  mrud: 


J 
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Where  still,  as  opening  sense  her  dictates  wrote, 
Fair  virtue  i)ut  a  seal,  or  vice  a  blot. 

The  thought  was  happy,  pertinent,  and  true; 
Methinks  a  genius  might  the  plan  pursue. 
1  (can  you  pardon  my  presumption?) — I, 
No  wit,  no  genius,  yet  for  once  will  try. 

Various  the  i)aper  various  wants  j)roduce, — 
The  wants  of  fashion,  elegance,  and  use. 
Men  are  as  various;  and,  if  right  I  scan. 
Each  sort  of  paper  represents  some  man. 

Pra^'  note  the  fop,  half  i)owder  and  half  lace; 
Nice,  as  a  bandbox  were  his  dwelling-place; 
lie  's  the  (jilt-paper^  which  apart  you  store. 
And  lock  from  vulgar  hands  in  the  'scrutoire. 

Mechanics,  servants,  farmers,  and  so  forth 
Are  copy-paper  of  inferior  worth ; 
Less  prized,  more  useful,  for  your  desk  decreed; 
Free  to  all  pens,  and  prompt  at  every  need. 

The  wretch  whom  avarice  bids  to  pinch  and  spare, 
Starve,  cheat,  and  i)ilfer,  to  enrich  an  heir, 
Is  coarse  hroivn  paper,  such  as  pedlers  choose 
To  wrap  up  wares,  which  better  men  will  use. 

Take  next  the  miser's  contrast,  who  destrovs 
Health,  fame,  and  fortune  in  a  round  of  joys; 
Will  any  paper  match  him?    Yes,  throughout; 
He 's  a  true  sinking-paper^  past  all  doubt. 
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The  retail  politician's  ansioiis  tlionght 

Deems   this   side   always   rigiit,   and   that   stark 

naught ; 
He  foams  with  censure;  with  applause  he  rav2H; 
A  dupe  to  rumors  and  a  tool  of  knaves; 
He  '11  want  no  type,  his  weakness  to  proclaim, 
While  such  a  thing  as  foolscap  haa  a  name. 

The  hasty  gentleman,  whose  blood  runs  high, 
Who  picks  a  quan-el,  if  you  step  awry, 
Who  can't  a  jest,  a  hint,  or  look  endure, — 
What  is  he? — what?     Touch-paper,  to  be  sure. 

What  are  our  poets,  take  them  as  they  fall. 
Good,  bad.  rich,  poor,  much  read,  not  i-ead  at  all? 
They  and  their  works  in  the  same  class  you  'II 

find; 
They  are  the  niere  wct^tc-pfipcr  of  niankinil. 

Observe  the  maiden,  innocently  sweet! 
Kile's  fail',  white  paper,  an  unsullied  sheet; 
On  which  the  happy  man  whom  fate  ordains 
May  write  his  name,  and  take  her  for  his  pains, 

OiLO  instance  more,  and  only  one  1  '11  bring; 
'T  is  the  givat  man  who  scorns  a  little  thing; 
Whose  tlioughts,  whose  deeds,  whose  maxims,  are 

his  own. 
Formed  on  the  feelings  of  his  heart  alone, 
True,  genuine,  roi/al  paper  is  his  breast; 
Of  all  the  kinds  most  prccions,  pui-est,  best. 
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EPITAPH 

FOR    THE    TOMBSTONE    ERECTED    OVER    THE    MARQUIS 
OF    ANGLESEa's    leg,    lost   at    WATERLOO. 

Here  rests,  and  let  no  saucy  knave 

Presume  to  sneer  and  laugh, 
To  learn  that  moldering  in  the  grave 

Is  laid  a  British  Calf. 

For  he  who  writes  these  lines  is  sure, 
That  those  who  read  the  whole 

Will  find  such  laugh  was  premature, 
For  here,  too,  lies  a  sole. 

And  here  five  little  ones  repose. 

Twin  born  with  other  five. 
Unheeded  by  their  brother  toes. 

Who  all  are  now  alive. 

A  leg  and  foot  to  speak  more  plain. 

Rests  here  of  one  commanding; 
Who  though  his  wits  he  might  retain, 

Lost  half  his  understanding. 

And  when  the  guns,  with  thunder  fraught, 

Poured  bullets  thick  as  hail. 
Could  only  in  this  way  be  taught 

To  give  the  foe  leg-bail. 

And  now  in  England,  just  as  gay 
As  in  the  battle  brave, 
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Goes  to  a  i-out,  review,  or  play, 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave. 

Fortune  in  vain  Lere  ebowed  her  spite, 
For  he  will  still  bi?  found, 

Should  England's  sons  engage  in  fight. 
Resolved  to  stand  his  ground. 

But  Fortune's  pardon  I  must  beg; 

She  mefint  not  to  disarm, 
For  when  she  lopped  the  hero's  leg, 

She  did  not  seek  his  harm. 

And  but  indulged  a  harmless  whim; 

Since  be  could  walk  with  one. 
She  saw  two  legs  were  lost  on  him, 

Who  never  meant  to  run. 


RUDOLPH    THE    HEADSMAN. 


Kri>or,rii,  juofessor  of  the  headsman's  trade, 
Alike  was  famous  for  his  arm  and  blade. 
One  day  t\  prisoner  Justice  had  to  kill 
Knelt  iit  the  block  to  test  the  artist's  skill. 
liiU'P-tiruied,    swart- visaged,    gaunt,    and    shaggy- 
tiro  wed, 
Kiidoljih  the  ho.ndsman  rose  above  the  crowd. 
His  f;i!(-liion  lij^htened  with  a  sadden  gleam, 
As  tlie  pike's  armor  flashes  in  the  stream. 
He  sheathed  his  blade;  he  turned  as  if  to  go; 


294  HUMOROUS   POEMS. 

The  victim  knelt,  still  waiting  for  the  blow. 

'*  Why    strikest    not?     Perform    thy    murderous 

act;' 
The    prisoner    said.     (His    voice    was    slightly 

cracked.) 
"  Friend,   I  have  struck,"  the  artist  straight  re- 
plied ; 
"  Wait  but  one  moment,  and  vourself  decide." 
lie    held    his    snuff-box, — "  Now    then,    if    you 

please  I " 
The  prisoner  sniffed,  and,  with  a  crashing  sneeze, 
Off*  his  head  tumbled,  bowled  along  the  tioor. 
Bounced  down  the  steps; — the  prisoner  said  no 
more. 

OLIVER    WENDELL    HOLMES. 


SONG 

OF     ONE     ELEVEN     YEARS.   IN     PRISON. 

Whene'er  with  haggard  eyes  I  view 

This  dungeon  that  I  'm  rotting  in, 
I  think  of  those  companions  true 
Who  studied  with  me  at  the  U- 

niversity  of  Gottingen, 
niversity  of  Gottingen. 

[Weeps  and  pulls  out  a  hlue  Icerchiefy  with  ichich 
he  tclpes  his  eyes;  gazing  tenderly  at  it,  he 
proceeds:] 

Sweet  kerchief,  checked  with  heavenly  blue, 
Which  once  my  love  sat  knotting  in — 
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Alas,  Sliitilda  then  was  true! 
At  least  I  tliougbt  so  at  the  U- 

niversity  of  Gottingen, 
Diversity  of  Gottingen. 
[At  therepciition  of  thii*  line  he  rlfinks  his  cha. 
in  cadence] 


Barbs  I  barbsl  alas!  how  swift  you  flew, 

Her  neat  post-wagon  trotting  in  ! 
Ye  bove  -Matilfe  from  my  view; 
Folorn  I  languisbed  at  the  U- 

uiversity  of  Gottingen, 
niversily  of  Gottingen. 

This  faded  form!  this  pallid  hne! 

This  blood  my  veins  is  clotting  in! 
My  years  are  many — they  were  few 

When  first  I  entered  at  the  U- 

nivei-sity  of  Gottingen, 
niversity  of  Gottingen. 

There  first  for  thee  my  jiassion  grew, 

Sweet,  sw<H't  Slatilda  Pottingen! 
TIioii  weit  file  daughter  of  my  tu- 
tor, law-professor  at  the  TJ- 

niversity  of  Gottingen, 
niversity  of  Gottingen. 

Sun.  moon,  and  Hiou,  vain  world,  adieu, 
Tliat  kings  and  priests  are  plotting  in; 
Here  doomed  to  starve  on  water  gru- 
el, never  sJiall  I  see  the  U- 

niversity  of  Gottingen, 
Diversity  of  Gottingen. 
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[During  the  last  stanza  he  dashes  his  head  re- 
peatedly against  the  tcalls  of  his  prison^  and 
finally  so  hard  as  to  produce  a  visible  contusion. 
He  then  throws  himself  on  the  floor  in  an 
agony.  The  curtain  drops,  the  music  still  con- 
tinuing to  play  till  it  is  wholly  fallen,'\ 

GEORGE    CAXXIXG. 


LITTLE     lULLEE. 

There  were  three  sailors  of  Bristol  City 
Who  took  a  boat  and  w  ent  to  sea, 

But  first  with  beef  and  cax)tain's  biscuits 
And  i)ickled  pork  they  loaded  she. 

There  was  gorpjing  Jack,  and  guzzling  Jimmy, 
And  the  youngster  he  was  little  Billee; 

Now  when  they  'd  got  as  far  as  the  Equator, 
They'd  nothing  left  but  one  split  pea. 

Says  gorging  Jack  to  guzzling  Jimmy, 

"  1  am  extremely  hungaree." 
To  gorging  Jack  says  guzzling  Jimmy, 

"  We  've  nothing  left,  us  must  eat  we.'' 

Says  gorging  Jack  to  guzzling  Jimmy, 
"  With  one  another  we  shouldn't  agree! 

There  's  little  Bill,  he  's  young  and  tender, 
We  're  old  and  tough,  so  let 's  eat  he." 

"  O  Billy !  we  're  going  to  kill  and  eat  you, 
So  undo  the  button  of  your  chemie." 

When  Bill  received  this  information, 
He  used  his  pocket-handkerchie. 
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"  First  Ipt  me  say  my  catechism 

Which  my  poor  uiotliei'  taught  to  iiie." 

"  Make  haste!  make  haste!  "  says  guzzling  Jimmy, 
Wliiie  Jack  pulled  out  hia  Boickeriauee. 

ISjlly  went  up  to  the  main-top-giillant  maBt, 
And  down  lie  fell  on  his  tended  knee, 

He  scarce  had  come  to  the  Twelfth  Command- 
ment 
When  up  he  jumps — "  Tlieit' 's  land  I  see! 

"  Jerusalem  and  Madagascar 

And  North  and  South  Amerikee, 
There  's  the  British  flag  a-riding  at  anchor, 

With  Admiral  Napier,  K.  (_'.  It." 

So  when  they  got  aboard  of  the  Admiral's. 

He  hanged  fat  Jack  and  flogged  Jimmee, 
But  as  for  little  Bill  he  made  him   . 

The  Captain  of  a  Seven ty-three. 

\Vll,LLA.\f    MAKlil'KACK    TIIACiiEKAY. 


CAPTAIN   REECE." 

Oi'-  all  the  ships  upon  the  blue, 
No  slii])  contained  a  better  crew 
Than  that  of  worthy  Captain  Beece, 
Comnuinding  of  The  Mantelpiece. 

onfciininE;  tlie  Kcrnis  of  Gilbert's  two  f.amons  comii 
^— '-IT.  JI.   S.  Piii;if(>re."  with  its  mumble   captain 


i 
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He  was  adored  by  all  bis  men, 
For  worthy  Captain  Reece,  R.  N., 
Did  all  that  lay  within  him  to 
Promote  the  comfort  of  his  crew. 

If  ever  they  were  dull  or  sad, 
Their  captain  danced  to  them  like  mad, 
Or  told,  to  make  the  time  pass  by. 
Droll  legends  of  his  infancy. 

A  feather-bed  had  every  man, 
Warm  slippers  and  hot-water  can. 
Brown  Windsor  from  the  captain's  store, 
A  valet,  too,  to  every  four. 

Did  they  with  thirst  in  summer  burn, 
Lo,  seltzogenes  at  every  turn. 
And  on  all  very  sultry  days 
Cream  ices  handed  round  on  trays. 

Then  currant  wine  and  ginger  pops 
Stood  handily  on  all  the  "  tops:  " 
And,  also,  with  amusement  rife, 
A  ''  Zoetrope,  or  Wheel  of  Life." 

New  volumes  came  across  the  sea 
From  Mister  Mudie's  libraree ; 
The  Times  and  Saturday  Review 
Beguiled  the  leisure  of  the  crew. 

Kind-hearted  Captain  Reece,  R.  N., 
Was  quite  devoted  to  his  men ; 
In  point  of  fact,  good  Captain  Reece 
Beatified  The  Mantelpiece. 
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One  summer  eve,  Ht  half  past  ten, 
He  said  (addressing  all  his  men), 
"  Come,  tell  me,  pleaae,  wliat  I  can  do, 
To  please  and  gratif.v  my  crew. 

"  By  an.T  reasonable  plan 
I  'II  make  you  happj  if  I  can  ; 
My  own  convonieme  count  as  nil; 
It  is  my  duty,  and  I  will.'" 

Then  up  and  answered  William  Lee 
(The  kind  captain's  coxswain  he, 
A  nervons,  shy,  low -spoken  man ) ; 
He  cleared  his  throat  and  tliua  began: 

"  You  have  a  daughter.  Captain  Keece, 
Ten  female  cousins  and  a  niece, 
A  ma,  if  what  I  'm  told  is  true. 
Six  sisters,  and  an  aunt  or  two. 

"Sow.  somehow,  sir,  it  seems  to  me, 
Moi-e  friendlj-Iike  we  all  should  be, 
If  you  united  of  'em  to 
Unmarried  meuibei's  of  the  crew. 

"  If  you'd  ameliorate  our  life, 
Lot  each  select  from  them  a  wife; 
And  as  for  nervous  me,  old  pal, 
Cive  me  your  own  enchanting  gal ! " 

(lood  Captain  Recce,  that  worthy  man, 
Debated  on  iiis  coxswain's  plan: 
"  I  quite  agi-ce,"  he  said,  "  O  Bill ; 
It  is  my  duty,  and  I  will. 
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*^  My  daughter,  that  enchanting  gurl, 
Has  just  been  promised  to  an  earl, 
And  all  niv  other  faniilee 
To  peers  of  various  degree. 

"  But  what  are  dukes  and  viscounts  to 
The  happiness  of  all  my  crew? 
The  word  1  gave  you  I  '11  fulfil ; 
It  is  mv  dutv,  and  I  will. 

"  As  you  desire  it  shall  befall, 
I  '11  settle  tlumsands  (m  vou  all, 
And  I  shall  be,  desj)ite  my  hoard, 
The  onlv  bachelor  on  board." 

ft' 

The  boatswain  of  The  Mantelpiece, 
lie  blushed  and  spoke  to  Captain  Reece: 
"  I  beg  your  honor's  leave,"  he  said, 
"If  you  would  wish  to  go  and  wed, 

"  I  have  a  widowed  mother  who 
Would  be  the  very  thing  for  you — 
She  long  has  loved  you  from  afar, 
She  washes  for  you.  Captain  R." 

The  captain  saw  the  dame  that  day — 
Addressed  her  in  his  j)layful  way — 
"And  did  it  want  a  wedding-ring? 
It  was  a  tempting  ickle  sing! 

"Well,  well,  the  chaplain  I  will  seek, 
We  Ml  all  be  married  this  day  week 
At  yonder  church  upon  the  hill; 
It  is  mv  dutv,  and  I  will ! " 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


The  sisters,  cousins,  aiinta,  and  nipre, 
Aud  widowed  ma  of  Captain  Kfete, 
Attended  tliere  as  they  were  bid; 
It  was  their  dutv,  and  thev  did. 


THE   YAKN   OF    THE    '■  NANCY    liELL.' 

KIIOM     "Till':     lUB     I!At.LADS," 

'T  WAS  on  the  shores  that  round  our  coast 

From  Deal  to  Rainsgate  span. 
That  1  found  alone-,  on  a  piece  of  stone, 

An  elderly  naval  inuu. 

His  hair  was  weedy,  Jiis  beard  wiia  long, 

And  weedy  and  long  was  he; 
And  I  fieard  this  wight  on  the  shoi-e  recite, 

In  a  singular  minor  key ; — 


"  O,  I  am  a  cook  and  a  captain  bold. 
And  the  mate  of  the  Nancy  brig, 

And  a  ho'sim  tight,  and  a  midshipuiite, 
And  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig." 

And  be  sliool;  liis  fist  and  he  tore  his  hair, 

Till   I  really  felt  afraid, 
For  I  couldn't  help  thinking  the  man  had  been 
drinkinfr. 

And  so  I  simply  said: — 

'■  O  eMci'ly  man.  it  's  little  I  know 
Of  the  duties  of  men  of  tbe  sea. 
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And  I  '11  eat  my  hand  if  I  understand 
How  you  can  possibly  be 

"  At  once  a  cook  and  a  captain  bold, 
And  the  mate  of  the  Nancy  brig, 

And  a  bo'sun  tight,  and  a  midshipmite, 
And  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig  I  " 

Then  he  gave  a  hitch  to  his  trousers,  which 

Is  a  trick  all  seamen  larn. 
And  having  got  rid  of  a  thumping  quid 

lie  sjmn  this  painful  yarn : — 

^'" 'T  was  in  the  good  ship  Nancy  Bell 
That  we  sailed  to  the  Indian  sea, 

And  there  on  a  reef  we  come  to  grief, 
Which  has  often  occurred  to  me. 

^'  And  pretty  nigh  all  o'  the  crew  was  drowned 
(There  was  seventy -seven  o'  soul)  ; 

And  only  ten  of  the  Nancy's  men 
Said  *  Here '  to  the  muster-roll. 

"  There  was  me,  and  the  cook,  and  the  captain 
bold, 

And  the  mate  of  the  Nancy  brig, 
And  the  bo'sun  tight,  and  a  midshipmite, 

x\nd  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig. 

m 

"  For  a  month  we  'd  neither  wittles  nor  drink, 

Till  a-hungry  we  did  feel, 
So  we  drawed  a  lot,  and  accordin',  shot 

The  captain  for  our  meal. 
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"  The  next  lot  fell  to  the  Nancy's  mate. 
Am]  a  (lelicali?  disii  lie  made; 

Then  our  apjjetite  with  the  midshipmite 
We  Beven  survivors  stayed. 


And  theu  we  murdered  the  bo'sun  tight, 

Anil  he  much  resembled  pig; 
Then  wo  wittled  free,  did  the  c-ook  and  me. 

On  the  crew  of  the  captain's  gig. 

"  Then  <iiil.v  the  cook  and  me  was  left, 
Ami   the  delicate  question,  '  Which 

Of  us  two  goes  to  the  kettle?'  aruee. 
And  we  argued  it  out  as  sich. 

"  For  I  loved  that  cook  as  a  brother,  1  did, 
And  the  cook  he  worshipped  me; 

But  we  'd  both  be  blowed  if  we  'd  either  be  stowed 
In  the  olbei-  chap's  hiiUl.  you  see, 

"  '  I  'II  be  eat  if  you  dines  off  me,'  says  Tom. 

'  Vox.  that,'  Kiiys  I.  '  vou  'II  be. 
I'm  boiled  if  I  die,  my  friend,'  quoth  I; 

And  •  Kxactly  so.'  quotii  he. 

'•  Sayw  he:     '  I>ear  James,  to  murder  ine 

^\^'vc  a  foolish  thin^  to  do. 
For  (loii'l  you  see  that  yon  can't  cook  mo, 

While  I  c;in — and  will^cook  you!' 

'■  So  ]>•■  boils  the  waler,  and  takes  the  s;ilt 
All  1  llie  pepper  in  jiortions  true 
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(Which  lie  never  forgot),  and  some  choi)i)ed  sha- 
lot, 
And  some  sage  and  parsley  too. 

"  ^  Come  here/  says  he,  with  a  proper  pride, 

Which  his  smiling  features  tell; 
^ 'Twill  soothing  be  if  I  let  you  see 

llow  extremeh'  nice  you  '11  smell.' 

"And  he  stirred  it  round,  and  round,  and  round, 
And  he  sniffed  at  the  foaming  froth; 

When    I    ups   with   his   heels,   and   smothers  his 
s(pieals 
In  the  scum  of  the  boiling  broth. 

"  And  I  eat  that  cook  in  a  week  or  less. 

And  as  I  eating  be 
The  last  of  his  choi)s,  why  I  almost  drops, 

For  a  wessel  in  sight  I  see. 

.  ■  .  ■  • 

"  And  I  never  larf,  and  T  never  smile. 

And  I  never  lark  nor  i)lav ; 
But  I  sit  and  croak,  and  a  single  joke 

I  have — which  is  to  say: 

"  O,  T  am  a  cook  and  a  captain  bold 
And  the  mate  of  the  Nancy  brig, 

And  a  bo'sun  tight,  and  a  midshipmite, 
And  the  crew  of  the  caj)tain's  gig!" 

WILLIAM    SCIIWENCK    GILBERT. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


THE    ART    OF    nOOK-KF.EPING 

How  hard,  w  lien  tliose  who  do  not 

To  lend,  tbua  lose,  their  books, 
Are  snared  b,v  anglers — folks  that 

With  literary  hooks — 
Who  eall  and  take  some  favorite  tome, 

But  never  read  it  through; 
They  thus  eomplete  their  set  at  home 

By  making  one  at  you. 

I.  of  my  "  S[ienser ''  quite  bereft, 

Last  winter  sore  was  shaken; 
Of  "  Lamb  "  I  've  but  a  quarter  left, 

Nor  could  I  save  my  "  Bacon  " ; 
And  then  1  saw  uiy  "Crablte"  at  last, 

Like  Hamlet,  backward  go, 
And,  as  the  tide  was  ebbing  fast, 

Of  course  I  lost  my  "  Itowe." 

My  "  Mallet  "  served  to  knock  me  down, 

W'hicb  makes  lue  thus  a  talker, 
And  once,  when  I  was  out  of  town, 

Mv  •■  Johnson  "  jiroved  a  "Walker." 
While  stuilying  o'er  the  flre  one  day 

My  ■■  ITobbcs"  auiidst  the  auioke, 
Tliey  bore  my  "  Col  man  "  clean  away. 

And  cnn'ied  off  my  "  Toke." 

They  jiicked  my  '■  Lor-ke,"  to  me  far  more 
Than  llnimah's  jiatent  worth. 
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And  now  my  losses  T  deplore, 

Without  a  "  Home  "  on  earth. 
If  once  a  book  you  let  them  lift, 

Another  they  conceal, 
For  though  1  caught  them  stealing  "  Swift," 

As  swiftly  went  my  "  Steele." 

^'  Hope  "  is  not  now  upon  my  shelf, 

Where  late  he  stood  elated, 
But,  what  is  strange,  my  *"  Pope  "  himself 

Is  excommunicated. 
My  little  "  Suckling  "  in  the  grave 

Is  sunk  to  swell  the  ravage. 
And  what  was  Crusoe's  fate  to  save, 

'T  was  mine  to  lose — a  ''  Savage." 

Even  "  Glover^s  "  works  I  cannot  put 

My  frozen  hands  uj)on, 
Though  ever  since  I  lost  my  "  Foote  " 

My  *'  Hunyan  "  has  been  gone. 
My  ''  Hoyle  "  with  **  Cotton  "  went  oppressed, 

My  ^'  Taylor,"  too,  must  fail, 
To  save  my  '^  Coldsmith  "  from  arrest. 

In  vain  1  offered  '^  Bavle." 

I  "  Prior  "  sought,  but  could  not  see 

The  '^  Ilood  "  so  late  in  front, 
And  when  I  turned  to  hunt  for  "  Lee," 

(),  where  was  my  "  Leigh  Hunt "? 
I  tried  to  laugh,  old  Care  to  tickle. 

Yet  could  not  "  Tickell  "  touch, 
And  then,  alack!  I  missed  my  "  Mickle," 

And  surely  mickle's  much. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

"T  is  quite  eDou*;h  Diy  griefs  to  feed, 

My  sorrows  to  exLUse, 
To  think  I  cannot  i-ead  my  "Reid," 

Xor  even  use  ray  "  Hughes." 
My  L-laseica  would  not  quiet  lie, — 

A  thing  so  fondly  hoped; 
Like  Dr.  Primrose,  1  may  cry, 

My  "Livy"  has  eloped. 
My  life  is  ebbing  fast  away; 

I  suffer  from  these  shocks ; 
And  though  I  fixed  a  iotk  on  "  Gray," 

There  's  griiy  upon  my  locks. 
I  'm  far  from  "  Young,"  am  growing  pale, 

I  see  my  '■  Butler"  fly, 
And  when  they  ask  about  my  ail, 

'T  is  "  Burton  "  I  i-eply. 
They  still  have  made  me  slight  rt^tnrns, 

And  thus  my  griefs  divide; 
For  O,  th^y  cured  me  of  my  "  IJui'DB," 

And  eased  my  "  Akensidp." 
But  all  I  think  I  shall  nut  say, 

Nov  let  my  iingor  burn, 
For,  as  lliey  never  found  me  '"Gay," 

They  have  not  left  me  "  Sterne." 


ADDBI^SS    TO    Tin:    TOOTIIACIIK. 
My  i-uise  uiion  thy  vonomod  stang, 

Thai  slioots  my  toilur-ed  gums  alang; 
An'  lliroiijili  tny  hi,L's  gio«  mony  a  twar 
\\r  gnawing  vengeance! 
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Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang, 
Like  racking  engines. 

When  fevers  burn,  or  ague  freezes, 
Klieuiiiatics  gnaw,  or  cliolic  squeezes; 
Our  neighbor's  sympathy  may  ease  us, 

Wi^  pitying  moan ; 
But  thee, — thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases, 

Aye  mocks  our  groan. 

Adown  mv  beard  the  slavers  trickle; 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle 

To  see  me  loup; 
While,  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

\yere  in  their  doup. 

O'  a'  the  numerous  human  dools, 

111  har'sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-stools, 

Or  worthy  friends  raked  i'  the  mools. 

Sad  sight  to  see! 
The  tricks  o'  knaves  or  fash  o'  fools. 

Thou  bear'st  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ca'  hell. 

Whence  a'  the  tones  o'  misery  yell, 

And  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell, 

In  dreadfu'  raw, 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell, 

Among  them  a^; 

O  thou  grim  mischief-making  chiel. 
And  surely  mickle  's  much. 


MISCBLLANIJ0U8. 

Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  i 
Xn  gore  a  Hhoe-thick! — 

Oie  a'  the  faes  o'  Scotland's  weal 
A  fowmond'B  Toothache! 


TO   THE    TERRESTRIAL    GLOBE. 

BY     A     MISEKAISLH     TVHETCH, 

Boll  on.  tlioii  ball,  roll  on  I 
Through  iiatblcBs  realms  of  siiace 

Roll  on ! 
What  though  I  'm  in  a  sotry  case? 
What  though  I  cannot  meet  my  bills? 
^ybat  though  I  suffer  toothache's  ilia? 
What  though  I  swallow  countless  pills? 
Xever  you  mind! 

Roll  ou ! 


Roll  on,  thou  ball,  roll  on! 
Thi-oiigh  seas  of  inky  air 

Roll  on! 
It 's  ti-ue  I  've  got  no  shirts  to  wear, 
It 's  true  my  butcher's  bill  is  due, 
It 's  trup  Tiiv  prospects  all  look  blue, — 
But  don't  let  that  unsettle  you! 
Ji'ever  you  mind! 

Roll  on! 

[/(  rnlU  on. 

WILLIAM    SCIIWEXCK    GILIIERT. 
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THE  NOSE  AND  THE  EYES. 

Between  Noso  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose; 
The  spectacles  set  them,  unhappily,  wrong; 
The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  the  world  knows, 
To  whom  the  said  spectacles  ought  to  belong. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cause, 
With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  full  of 
learning, 

While  chief  baron  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws, — 
So  famed  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning. 

"  In  behalf  of  the  Nose,  it  will  quickly  appear 
(And  your  lordship,"  he  said,  "  will  undoubt- 
edly find) 
That  the  Nose  has  the  si)ectacles  always  to  wear. 
Which    amounts    to    possession,    time    out    of 
mind.-' 

Then,  holding  the  sy)ectacles  uj)  to  the  court, 
^'  Your  lordship  observes,  they  ai'e  made  with 
a  straddle. 

As  wide  as  Ihe  ridge  of  the  Nose  is;  in  short. 
Designed  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 

"Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose 

('T  is  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  hap- 

[)en  again) 

That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  Nose, 

l*ray,  who  would,  or  who  could,  wear  si)ectacles 

then  ? 
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"On  the   whole,   it   appi-'ars,   and   my   arginiieiit 
shows, 
With  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn, 
That  the  Bpectaclee,  plainly,  wece  made  for  the 
Nose, 
And   the   Nose  was,   as   plainly,   intended   for 
them." 

Then  shifting  his  side  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how), 
He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes: 

But  whiit  were  hia  arguments,  few  people  know, 
For  the  court  did  not  think  them  equally  wise. 

So  his   lordship   decreed,  with   a  grave,   solemn 
tone, 
Decisive  anil  clear,  withont  one  if  or  but, 
That  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  spectades  on. 
By  daylight  ur  candlelight,— Eyes  should  be 
shut. 

WILLIAM    COWPUE. 


Tni-:    VOWELS:    AN    ENIGMA. 

Wk  are  little  airy  creatures, 
All  of  dilFereut  voice  and  features; 
One  of  ua  in  glass  is  set, 
One  of  us  you  'II  find  in  jet, 
T'other  you  may  see  in  tin, 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within; 
If  llic  liflh  you  ahoidd  pursue, 
Jl  can  never  llv  from  vou. 
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ALNWICK  CASTLE. 

Home  of  the  Percvs'  high-born  race, 

Home  of  their  beautiful  and  brave, 
Alike  their  birth  and  burial  place, 

Their  cradle  and  their  gravel 
Still  sternly  o'er  the  castle  gate 
Their  house's  Lion  stands  in  state, 

As  in  his  proud  dej)arted  hours; 
And  warriors  frown  in  stone  on  high, 
And  feudal  banners  ^*  flout  the  sky '' 

Above  his  i)rincely  towers. 

A  gentle  hill  its  side  inclines, 

Lovely  in  England's  fadeless  green. 
To  meet  the  quiet  stream  which  winds 

Through  this  romantic  scene 
As  silently  and  sweetly  still 
As  when,  at  evening,  on  that  hill, 

While  summer's  wind  blew  soft  and  low, 
Seated  by  gallant  Hotspur's  side, 
His  Katherine  was  a  liapi)y  bride, 

A  thousand  years  ago. 

I  wandered  through  the  lofty  halls 
Trod  bv  the  Percvs  of  old  fame, 

And  traced  upon  the  chapel  walls 
Each  high,  heroic  name, 

From  him  who  once  his  standard  set 

Where  now,  o'er  mosque  and  minaret. 
Glitter  the  Sultan's  crescent  moons, 
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To  liiiu  who.  wlicn  a  youngfp  son, 
Fnugbt  for  King  George  !it  Lexington, 
A  major  of  dragoODs. 

That  last  half-stanza. — it  has  dashed 

From  m.v  warm  lips  the  sparklinj^  ^^V, 
Thp  liffht  that  o'er  ni,v  ejeheam  flashed, 

The  power  that  bore  my  spirit  up 
Ahove  this  bank-note  world,  is  gone; 
And  Alnwick's  but  a  market  town, 
And  this,  alas!  its  market  day, 
And  beasts  and  borderers  throng  the  way; 
Oxen  and  bleating  lambs  in  lots, 
Northumbrian  booi-B  and  plaided  Rcota, 

Men  in  the  coal  and  cattle  line; 
From  Teviot's  bard  and  hero  land. 
From  royal  Berwick's  beach  of  sand, 

From  WooUer,  Morpeth,  Uexliam,  and 

Newcastle-upon-Tyne. 

These  arc  not  the  romantic  times 
So  bcaiitirul  in  Sjienser's  rhymes, 

Ko  dazuliii^  to  the  drcaniiiig  boy; 
Ouvs  ai-e  Ihc  days  of  fact,  not  fable. 
Of  knights,  but  not  of  the  round  table, 

Of  Bailie  Jarvie,  not  Rob  Hoy; 
'T  is  what  "  Our  I'l-esidcut,"  Monroe, 

Il:iH  called  "the  era  of  good  feeliug;" 
The  IIij;blaTider,  the  bitterest  foe 
To  nioih-ru  laws,  has  felt  their  blow, 
Coiiseiili'd  111  l)c  t;t\oil.  and  vote, 
Autl  put  on  ]ianlaloona  and  coat, 

Aad  leave  olT  cattle-stealing: 
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Lord  Stafford  mines  for  coal  and  salt, 
The  Duke  of  Norfolk  deals  in  malt, 

The  Douglas  in  red  herrings; 
And  noble  name  and  cultured  land, 
l*alace,  and  i)ark,  and  vassal  band, 
Are  i)0\verless  to  the  notes  of  hand 

Of  Kothschilds  or  the  Barings. 


The  age  of  bargaining,  said  Hurke, 
lias  come:  to-dav  Ihe  turbaned  Turk 
(Sleep,  Kichard  of  Ihe  lion  heart! 
Sleep  on,  nor  from  your  cerements  start) 

Is  England's  friend  and  fast  ally; 
The  Moslem  tramples  on  the  Greek, 

And  on  the  Cross  and  altar-stone. 

And  Christendom  looks  tamely  on, 
And  hears  the  Christian  maiden  shriek, 

And  s(H^s  the  Christian  father  die; 
xVnd  not  a  sabl•e-blo^v  is  given 
For  (ireece  and  fame,  for  faith  and  heaven, 

l\y  Europe's  craven  chivalry. 

You  -11  ask  if  vet  the  Percy  lives 

In  the  armed  i)omp  of  feudal  state. 
The  present  representatives 

Of  Hotspur  and  his  '*  gentle  Kate," 
Are  some  half-dozen  serving-men 
In  the  drab  coat  of  William  Penn ; 

A  chambermaid,  whose  lip  and  eye. 
And  cheek,  and  brown  hair,  bright  and 
curling. 

Spoke  nature's  aristocracy ; 
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And  onp,  half  groom,  linlf  seneHclinl, 

Who  bowed  me  tln-ougli  court,  bower,  and  hall, 

From  donjon  keep  to  turret  wall, 

For  ten-and-six-peuce  sterling. 

FlTZ-r,«EEXE    HALLECK.. 


THE    LATEST    DECALOCxUE. 

Thou  slialt  have  one  God  only:  who 

Would  be  at  the  expense  of  two? 

No  graven  images  may  be 

Worshipped,  save  in   the  currency. 

Swear  not  at  all ;  since  for  thy  curae 

Thine  enemy  is  none  the  worse. 

At  church  on  Sunday  to  attend 

Will  serve  to  keep  the  world  thy  friend: 

Elonor  thy  parents;  that  is,  nil 

From  whom  advancement  may  befall. 

Thim  slialt  not  kill;  but  ueod'st  not  strive 

Officiously  to  keep  idive. 

Adnltery  it  is  not  Rt 

Or  wife  (forwouLan)  to  commit. 

Tliou  Shalt  not  steiil:  an  empty  feat. 

When  't  is  as  lucrative  to  cheat. 

lieai'  not  false  witness:  let  the  lie 

Have  lime  (m  its  own  wings  to  fly. 

Thou  sIkiII  not  covet:  but  tradition 

Approves  all  forms  of  comf)etition. 

AKTUUK    IIUOII    CLOriJII. 
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Tin:    NEW    CIIURCn    ORGAN. 

TiiKY  ' vi:  ^ot  a  bran  new  orjran,  Sue, 

Vov  all  their  fuss  and  search; 
riiey  -ve  done  just  as  they  said  they  'd  do, 

And  f(4<hed  it  into  church, 
riiey  're  bound  the  ciitter  shall  be  seen, 

An(]  on  the  j)reacher's  right, 
Th(\v  've  hoisted  up  their  new  machine 

In  ev(*ivbodv's  si^ht. 
They  've  «;ot  a  chorister  and  choir, 

Aj^'in  my  voice  and  vote; 
For  it  was  never  />?//  desire 

To  praise  the  Lord  by  note! 


rr 


TV 


rn. 


I  've  ])een  a  sister  fijood  an'  true, 

Yin-  five  an'  thirtv  vear; 
I  've  done  what  seemed  my  i)art  to  do, 

An'  j)rayed  my  duty  clear; 
I  've  sung  the  hymns  both  slow  and  quick, 

Just  as  the  preacher  read; 
And  twice,  when  Deacon  Tubbs  was  sick, 

I  took  the  fork  an'  led! 
An'  now,  their  bold,  new-fangled  ways 

Is  com  in'  all  about; 
And  I,  right  in  my  latter  days, 

Am  fairlv  crowded  out! 

To-day,  the  j)reacher,  good  old  dear. 

With  tears  all  in  his  eyes, 
Read — "  I  can  read  mv  title  clear 

t. 

To  mansions  in  the  skies." — 

I  aFavs  liked  that  blessed  hvnm — 
>  1/ 

I  s'pose  I  aFays  will ; 
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It  Bomehow  gratifies  my  whim, 

In  good  old  Ortonville; 
But  wlieii  that  choir  got  up  to  sing, 

I  i'OuUln't  latt'h  a  word ; 
Thej-  sung  tlie  most  dog-gonedest  thing 

A  body  ever  heard ! 


Some  worldly  chaps  whs  standin'  near, 

An'  when  I  see  them  grin, 
1  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 

And  boldly  waded  in. 
I  thought  I  'd  ehaae  the  tune  3 

An'  tried  with  all  ray  might; 
But  tiiongli  my  voice  is  good  an'  strong, 

I  couldn't  steer  it  right. 
When  they  was  high,  then  I  was  low, 

An'  also  contra'wiae; 
And  I  too  fast,  or  they  too  slow, 

To  "  mansions  in  the  skies." 
An"  after  every  verse,  yon  know. 

They  played  a  little  tune; 
I  didn't  understand,  an'  so 

I  Htarted  in  too  soon. 
I  piU'hcd  it  purty  middlin'  high, 

And  fetched  a  lusty  tone, 
But  (»,  alas;  I  found  that  I 

Was  siiigin'  there  alone! 
They  laughed  a  little,  I  am  told; 

But  I  had  done  my  best; 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  rolled 

Ari'oss  my  peaceful  breast. 
And  Sister  Brown,—!  eoiild  but  look,— 

She  sits  right  front  of  me; 
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Slie  never  was  no  singin'  book, 

An'  never  went  to  be ; 
But  then  she  aTays  tried  to  do 

The  best  she  eould,  she  said; 
She  understood  the  time,  right  through, 

An'  kej)'  it  with  her  liead ; 
But  when  slie  tried  this  niornin-,  (), 

I  had  to  hiugh,  or  cough! 
It  ke])'  lier  head  a  bobbin'  so, 

It  e'en  a'niost  come  otV! 

An'  Deacon  Tubbs, — he  all  broke  down. 

As  one  might  vrell  sui)i)Ose; 
He  look  one  look  at  Sister  Brown, 

And  meekly  scratched  his  nose. 
lie  looked  his  hymn-book  through  and  through, 

And  laid  it  on  the  seat, 
And  then  a  i)ensive  sigh  he  drew, 

And  look(^d  com])letely  beat. 
An'  when  they  took  another  bout, 

He  didn't  even  rise; 
But  drawcMl  his  red  bandanner  out. 

An'  wii)ed  his  wee[)in'  eyes. 

1  've  been  a  sisler,  good  an'  true. 

For  live  an'  thirtv  vear; 
I  've  done  what  seemed  my  i>art  to  do, 

An'  prayed  my  duty  clear; 
But  death  will  stoj)  my  voice,  I  know. 

For  he  is  on  my  track; 
And  some  day,  1  'II  to  meet  in'  go, 

And  nevc^rmore  come  back. 
And  when  the  folks  get  up  to  sing — 

Whene'er  that  time  shall  be — 
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I  do  not  want  do  patent  thing 
A  stiuealin'  over  ine! 

WILL  CARLETON. 


TOKIS   AD    HE8T0    HAKE. 

AiB  :  "  O  Mary,  lieave  a  sigh  for  me." 
O  MABB  a?va  si  forme; 

Forme  ure  tonitm; 
lanibicnm  as  amandum, 

Olet  Hyiiien  promptu; 
Mibi  is  vetas  an  ne  se, 

As  Immano  erebi; 
Olet  niefum  niarito  te, 

Op  tt<i  icta  pi. 
Alas,  piano  more  meretris^ 

Mi  ardor  vel  uno; 
Inferiam  urc  artis  base, 

Tolerat  me  urebo. 
Ah  me  ve  lira  aiiicet, 

Vi  laudu  viniin  thus? 
Hiatus  as  arandum  sex — 

Illut:  lonicus. 
llou  wd  luMi  vix  on  imago, 

Sly   missis  mare  Bta; 
O  t-aiitu  redit  in  milii 

llilieniasarida? 
A  vert  vafer  Iieri  si, 

Slihi  resolves  iiidu: 
Totiiis   olet    ll.vmen    eiitii— 

Aecejjta  tonitru. 

JOX.VTtlAX    f 
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THE    IRISHMAN    AND    THE    LADY. 

There  was  a  lady  lived  at  Leith, 

A  lady  very  stylish,  man; 
And  yet,  in  spite  of  all  her  teeth, 
She  fell  in  love  with  an  Irishman — 
A  nasty,  ugly  Irishman, 
A  wild,  tremendous  Irishman, 
A  tearing,  swearing,  tlium})ing,  bumping,  ranting, 
roaring  Irishman. 

11  is  face  was  no  wavs  beautiful, 

« 

For  with  small-pox  't  w^as  scarred  across; 
And  the  shoulders  of  the  ugly  dog 
Were  almost  double  a  vard  across. 
Oh,  the  lump  of  an  Irishman, 
The  whiskey-devouring  Irishman, 
The  great  he-rogue  with  his  wonderful  brogue — 
the  fighting,  rioting  Irishman. 

One  of  his  eyes  was  bottle-green. 
And  the  other  eye  was  out,  my  dear; 
*  And  the  calves  of  his  wicked-looking  legs 
Were  more  than  two  feet  about,  my  dear. 
Oh,  the  great  big  Irishman, 
The   rattling,   battling   Irishman — 
The  stamping,  ramping,  swaggering,  staggering, 
leathering  swash  of  an  Irishman. 

lie  took  so  much  of  Lundy-foot 

That  he  used  to  snort  and  snuffle — O ! 
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And  in  shape  and  aize  the  fellow's  neck 
Was  as  bad  as  tlie  netk  of  a  buffalo. 
Oh,  the  horrible  Irishman, 
The  thundering,  blundering  Irishman — 
The  slashing,  dashing,  smashing,  lashing,  thrash- 
ing, hashing  Irishman. 

His  name  was  a  terrible  name,  indeed, 

Being  Timolhy  Thady  Mulligan; 
And  whenevor  he  emptied  his  tumbler  of  jjunth 
He'd  not  rest  till  he  filled  it  full  again. 
The  boozing,  bruising  Irishman, 
The  'toiicated  Irishman — 
The  whiskey,  frisky,  rummy,  gummy,  brandy,  no 
dandj'  Irishman. 

This  was  the  lad  the  lady  loved, 

Like  all  tbo  girls  of  quality; 
And  he  broke  the  Rkulls  of  the  men  of  Leith, 
Juat  by  the  way  of  jollity. 
Oh,  the  leathering  Irishman, 
The  barbarous,  savage  Irishman — 
The   hearts   of   the  maids,   and   the  gentlemen's 
headH,    were   bothered    I  'm    sure   by    this 
Irishman. 

WILLIAM    MAGIS.V. 


THE    RECRUIT. 

Sr7,  Corporal  Madden  to  Private  McFadden: 
"  Bedad,  jer  a  bad  'un ! 
Now  turn  out  yer  toes! 
Yer  bolt  Is  unbookit, 


M 
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Yer  cap  is  on  crookit, 
Ye  may  not  be  dhrunk, 
But,  be  jabers,  ye  look  it ! 
Wan — two ! 
Wan — two ! 
Ye  monkey-faced  divil,  I'll  jolly  ye  through! 
Wan — two ! — 
Time  I     Mark ! 
Ye  march  like  the  aigle  in  Cintheral  Parrk!" 

Sez  Corporal  Madden  to  Private  McFadden: 
"  A  saint  it  ud  sadden 
To  dhrill  such  a  mug! 
Eyes  front ! — ye  baboon,  ye ! — 
Chin  up ! — ye  gossoon,  ye ! 
Ye  've  jaws  like  a  goat — 
Halt!  ye  leather-lipped  loon,  ye! 
Wan — two ! 
Wan — two ! 
Ye  whiskered  orang-outang,  I  '11  fix  you ! 
Wan — two ! — 
Time!     Mark! 
Ye  've  eyes  like  a  bat ! — can  ye  see  in  the  dark?  " 

Sez  Cori)oral  Madden  to  Private  McFadden: 
"  Yer  figger  wants  padd'n' — 
Sure,  man,  ye  've  no  shape ! 
Behind  ye  yer  shoulders 
Stick  out  like  two  bowlders; 
Yer  shins  is  as  thin 
As  a  pair  of  pen-holders! 
Wan — two ! 
Wan — two ! 


W'l-  (jelly  belongs  on  j-lt  back,  ye  Jew! 

Wan— two ! — 

Time!     Mark! 
I  'm  dliry  as  a  dog — I  can't  slipake  but  I  bark!  " 

Sez  Corporal  Madden  to  Private  McFadden: 
"  Me  beart  it  ud  gladden 
To  blacken  yer  eye. 
Ye  'pe  gettin'  too  bold,  ye 
Compel  me  to  scold  ye,— 
'T  is  halt!  that  I  say,— 
Will  ye  heed  wbat  I  told  ye? 
Wan — two! 
Wan — two! 
Be  jabers,  I'm  dhryer  than  Brian  Borti! 
Wan— two  I — 
Time!     Mark! 
Wbat 'a   wTir-riik   for   chickens   is   sport   for   the 
lark ! " 

Sez  Corporal  Madden  to  Private  McFadden: 
"  1  '11  not  stay  a  gadd'n 
Wid  dagoes  like  you! 
1  '11  travel  no  farther, 
1  'ill  dyin'  for — wather;— 
Come  on,  if  ye  like,— 
Can  ye  loan  nie  a  quather? 
Ya-as,  you. 
What, — two  ? 
And    ye'll    pay    the    potheen?     Ye're    a    daisy! 
"Wlinrroo! 
You'll  do! 
Whist!     Mark! 
The  Gigiuicnt's  flattbered  to  own  ye,  me  spark!" 

ROBERT   WILLIAM    CIIAMBEK8. 
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BITTER    HUGO. 

Der  noble  Kitter  Hii^o 

Von  Schwillensanfenstein 
Rode  out  mit  slipeer  und  liehnet, 

Und  he  coom  to  de  panks  of  de  Rhine. 

Und  oop  dere  rose  a  meermaid, 

Vot  hadn't  got  nodings  on, 
Und  she  say,  "  O,  Ritter  lingo, 

Vare  you  goes  mit  yourself  alone?" 

Und  he  says,  *^  I  ride  in  de  creen-wood, 

^lit  helmet  and  mit  shpeer, 
Till  I  cooms  into  ein  Gasthaus, 

Und  dere  I  drinks  some  peer." 

Und  den  outshpoke  de  maiden, 

Vot  hadn't  got  nodings  on, 
"  I  ton't  dink  mooch  of  beebles 

Dat  goes  mit  demselfs  alone. 

You  'd  petter  come  down  in  de  wasser, 
Vare  dere's  heaps  of  dings  to  see, 

Und  hafe  a  shplendid  dinner, 
Und  trafel  along  mit  me. 

"  Dare  you  sees  de  fish  a  schwimmin, 
Und  you  catches  dem  efery  one." 

So  sang  dis  wasser  maiden, 
Vot  hadn't  got  nodings  on. 
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"  Dare  is  drunks  all  full  niit  money, 

In  shiiia  <Iiit  vont  down  of  old; 
Und  you  !ieli)sli  yourself,  by  dunderl 

To  shiiumerin  crowns  of  gold. 

"  Shoost  took  at  dese  sbpoons  nnd  vatches! 

Shooijt  look  at  dese  diamond  rings! 
Come  down  und  fill  your  boekets, 

Und  I'll  kiss  you  like  eferydings! 

"Vot  you  vantsh  mit  your  schnapps  und  yonr 
lagei-? 

Coom  down  into  der  Rhine! 
Dere  Ish  jiottlps  der  Kaiser  Charlemagne, 

Vonte  filled  mit  gold-red  vine!" 

Dat  fetflii'd  Jiiin.^he  shtood  all  shpell-pound, 

She  puJIiMl  liifl  coat-tails  down, 
Slie  drawi'd  Iiiin  uudrr  de  wasser. 

Pis  liiaid  mit  nodings  on. 


HANS    BRIillTMANN'S    PARTY. 

IIans  IhtKiTMA.NN  gifp  a  barfy, 

l)ey  had  biano-blayin ; 
1  felled  in  lofe  mit  a  Merican  frau, 

Ilor  name  was  Madilda  Yane. 
She  had  haai-  as  prown  aah  a  pi-etzol, 

Hit  pycs  vas  himniel-plue, 
Und  ven  dey  looket  indo  mine, 

Dey  shplit  mine  heart  in  two. 
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Hans  Breitmann  gife  a  barty, 

1  vent  dere  you  '11  pe  pound. 
1  valtzet  mit  Madilda  Yane 

Und  vent  shi)innen  round  und  round. 
De  pootiest  Frauelein  in  de  house, 

81ie  vayed  'pout  dwo  boondred  pound, 
Und  efery  dime  sbe  gife  a  sboomp 

Hbe  make  de  vindows  sound. 

Hans  Breitmann  gife  a  barty; 

I  dells  you  it  cost  bim  dear. 
De}'  rolled  in  more  as  sefen  kecks 

Of  foost-rate  Lager  Beer. 
Und  venefer  dey  knocks  de  sbpicket  in 

De  Deutscbers  gifes  a  cbeer. 
1  dinks  dat  so  vine  a  barty 

Nefer  coom  to  a  bet  dis  year. 

Hans  Breitmann  gife  a  barty; 

Dere  all  vas  Souse  und  Brouse. 
Yen  de  sooper  comed  in,  de  gompany 

Did  make  demselfs  to  bouse; 
Dey  ate  das  Brot  und  Gensy  broost, 

De  Bratwurst  und  Braten  vine, 
Und  vasb  der  Abendessen  down 

Mit  four  parrels  of  Neckarwein. 

Hans  Breitmann  gife  a  barty; 

We  all  cot  troonk  asb  bigs. 
I  poot  mine  mout  to  a  parrel  of  bier, 

Und  emptied  it  oop  mit  a  schwigs. 
Und  denn  I  gissed  Madilda  Yane 

Und  she  shlog  me  on  de  kop. 


Und  de  goiupany  flted  iiiit  daple-lecks 

Dill  de  coonshttible  made  oos  shtop. 
Hana  Breitinanu  gife  a  bartj — 

Where  ish  dat  havty  now  ? 
Where  ish  de  lofely  golden  cloud 

Diit  iloat  on  de  moiindain'a  prow? 
Where  ish  de  himmelHtnihlende  Stern — 

De  siitar  of  de  shpirit's  light? 
All  goned  afay  mit  de  Lager  Beer — 

Afay  in  de  Ewigkeit! 

CHARLES    GODFKEY    LELAND. 


LEEDLE    YAWCOB    STRAUSS. 

I  HAF  von  tunny  leedle  po.y, 

Vot  gomes  scliust  to  mine  knet;; 
Der  queerest  chap,  der  Greatest  rogne. 

As  efer  you  dit  see. 
He  runs  und  schuni]i9  und  sfhniiisiies  din{ 

In  all  burts  off  der  house; 
But  vot  off  dot?  tie  vas  mine  son, 

Mine  leedle  Yancob  Strauss, 
lie  get  der  measles  und  der  mumbs, 

Und  efferyding  dot 's  oudt ; 
lie  sbills  mint'  glass  off  lager-bier, 

I'oots  suoof  iodo  mine  kraut; 
lie  fills  mine  pipe  mit  Ltmberg  cheese — 

Dot  vas  der  roughest  chouse; 
I  'd  take  dot  from  no  oder  poy 

l!ut  little  Y'awcob  Strauss. 
lie  dakes  der  milk-bau  for  a  dhrum 

Uud  cuts  mine  cane  in  two 
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To  make  der  scliticks  to  beat  it  mit — 

Mine  cracious!  dot  vas  driio. 
I  dinks  mine  lied  vas  schplit  abart, 

He  kicks  ouj)  soocli  a  touse; 
But  neffer  mind — der  pojs  vas  few 

Like  dot  young  Yawcob  Strauss. 

He  ask  me  questions  soocli  as  dose : 

Who  baints  mine  nose  so  red? 
Who  vas  it  cuts  dot  schmoodtli  blace  oudt 

Vrom  der  hair  upon  mine  hed? 
Und  vhere  der  i)laze  goes  vrom  der  lamp 

Vene'er  der  glim  I  douse; 
How  gan  I  all  dose  dings  eggsblain 

To  dot  schmall  Yawcob  Strauss? 

I  somedimes  dink  I  shall  go  vild 

Mit  soocli  a  grazy  poy, 
Und  vish  vonce  more  I  gould  haf  rest, 

Und  beaceful  dimes  enshoy ; 
But  ven  he  vas  ashleep  in  jjed, 

So  guiet  as  a  mouse, 
I  brays  der  Lord,  "  Dake  anydings, 

But  leaf  dot  Yawcob  Strauss." 

CHARLES    FOLLEX    ADAMS. 


DOT    LONG-HANDLED    DIPPER. 

Der  boet  may  sing  off  ''  Der  Oldt  Oaken  Bookit," 
Und  in  schveetest  langvitch  its  virtues  may  tell; 

Und  how,  ven  a  poy,  he  mit  eggsdasy  dook  it, 
Vhen  dripping  mit  coolness  it  rose  vrom  der 
veil. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

I  don'd  take  some  echtoek  in  dot  maimer  oflE  trink- 
iuy ! 
It  v.ia  too  moocli  like  horses  und  cattle,  I  dink. 
Dhere  vas  nioi-e  sadisfactions,  in  my  vay  of  diuk- 

Mit  dot  long-liandlod  diiiper  dot  liangs  by  der 
siuk. 

'■'  How  sehveet  from  der  greeu  moss.v  brim  to  re- 
ceive it " — 
Dot  vould  soTindt  pootj  goot — eef  it  onlj  vas 
drue — 
Der  vater  selibills  ofer,  you  petter  pelieve  it! 
Und  runs  down  your  achleeve  and  schlops  into 
your  shoe. 
Dben   down   on  your  nose  comes   dot   oldt   iron 
handle, 
Und  makes  jour  eyes  vnter  so  gvick  as  a  vink. 
I  dells  you  dot  bookit  don'd  hold  a  caudle 
To  dot  luuj,'-haudled  diiijipr  dot  lianga  py  der 
sink. 

How  nice  it  niusd  been  in  der  rough  vinter  ved- 
dher, 
Then  it  wettles  righdt  down  to  a  cold,  freezing 
rain, 
To  haf  dot  rope  cooni  oup  so  light  as  a  feddher, 

Und  flndt  dot  der  bookit  vas  proke  off  der  chain. 
]»hen  down  in  der  veil  mit  a  pole  yon  go  fishing, 
Vliiie  indo  your  back  cooms  an  oldt- fashioned 
kink; 
I  jiet  yon  ininp  life  all  der  time  yon  vas  visbing 
l''<n'  dot  long-handled  dipi)er  dot  hangs  by  der 
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How  handy  it  vas  scliust  to  turn  on  der  faucet, 
Vhere  der  vater  flows  down  vrom  der  sclipring 
on  der  hill ! 
I  schust  vas  der  schap   dot   vill    alvays    indorse 

it, 
Oxsbecially  nighds  vhen  der  veddher  vas  chill. 

Vhen  Pfeiffer's  oldt  veil  mit  der  schnow  vas  all 

cofered, 

Und   he  vades  droo  der  schnow   drift  to  get 

him  a  trink, 

I   schlips   vrom   der  hearth   vhere   der   schiltren 

vas  hofered, 

To  dot  long-handled  dipper  dot  hangs  by  der 

sink. 

Dhen   gife   oup  der  bookits  und  pails  to  der 
horses ; 
Off  mikerobes  und  tadpoles  schust  gif  dhem 
dheir  fill ! 
Gife  me  dot  pure  vater  dot  all  der  time  courses 
Droo    dhose    pii)es    dot    run    down    vrom    der 
schpring  on  der  hill. 
Und  eef  der  goot  dings  of  dis  vorld  I  gets  rich 
in, 
Und    frendts    all    aroundt    me    dheir    glasses 
schall  clink, 
I     schtill    vill     rememper     dot     oldt    coundtry 
kitchen, 
Und  dot  long-handled  dipper  dot  hangs  by  der 
sink. 

CHARLES    FOLLEN    ADAMS. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


THE    JACKDAW    OF    RHEIMS. 

The  Jackdaw  sat  on  the  Cardinal's  chair! 
IJiehop  and  abbot  and  prior  were  there; 

Many  a  monk,  and  many  a  Triar, 

Many  a  knight,  and  many  a  aquire, 
With  a  great  many  more  of  lesser  degree, — 
lu  sooth,  a  goodly  company; 
And   they  served   the   Lord   Primate   on   bended 
knee. 

Never,  I  ween, 

Waa  a  prouder  seen, 
Read  of  in  books,  or  dreamt  of  in  dreams, 
Than  the  Cardinal  Lord  Archbishop  of  Rheims! 

In  and  out, 

Through  the  motley  rout, 
That  little  Jackdaw  kept  hopping  about: 

Here  and  there, 

Like  a  dog  in  a  fair. 

Over  comfits  and  catea, 

Anil  dishes  and  plates, 
Cow!  and  <rope,  and  rochet  and  pall, 
Miti-e  and  crosier,  he  hopped  upon  all. 

With  a  saucy  air, 

lie  perched  on  the  chair 
Where,  in  state,  tlie  great  Lord  Cardinal  sat, 
In  the  great  Lord  Cardinal's  great  red  hat; 

And  he  peered  in  the  face 

Of  his  Lordship's  Grace, 
With  a  satisfied  look,  as  if  he  would  say, 
"  We  two  are  the  greatest  folks  here  to-day!" 
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And  the  priests,  with  awe, 

As  such  freaks  they  saw. 
Said,  "  The  Devil  must  be  in  that  Little  Jack- 
daw ! " 
The  feast  was  over,  the  board  was  cleared. 
The  fiawns  and  the  custards  had  all  disappeared, 
And  six  little  Singing-boys, — dear  little  souls 
In  nice  clean  faces,  and  nice  white  stoles, — 

Came,  in  order  due. 

Two  by  two, 
Marching  that  grand  refectory  through! 
A  nice  little  boy  held  a  golden  ewer. 
Embossed  and  tilled  with  water,  as  pure 
As  any  that  Hows  between  Rheims  and  Namur. 
Which  a  nice  little  boy  stood  ready  to  catch 
In  a  tine  golden  hand-basin  made  to  match. 
Two  nice  little  boys,  rather  more  grown, 
Carried  lavender-water' and  eau-de-Cologne; 
And  a  nice  little  boy  had  a  nice  cake  of  soap, 
Worthy  of  washing  the  hands  of  the  Pope! 

One  little  boy  more 

A  napkin  bore. 
Of  the  best  white  diaper,  fringed  with  pink. 
And    a    cardinal's    hat    marked    in    "  permanent 
ink." 

The  great  Lord  Cardinal  turns  at  the  sight 
Of  these  nice  little  boys  dressed  all  in  white; 

From  his  finger  he  draws 

Ilis  costly  turquoise: 
And,  not  thinking  at  all  about  little  Jackdaws, 

Deposits  it  straight 

By  the  side  of  his  plate, 
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While  the  nice  little  boys  on  his  Erainence  wait: 
Till,  wlien  nobody  'b  dreaming  of  any  such  thing. 
That  little  Jackdaw  hops  off  with  the  ring! 

There  'a  a  cry  and  a  shout, 

And  a  deuce  of  a  rout, 
And  nobody  eeema  to  know  what  they  're  about. 
But  the  monks  have  their  pockets  all  tui'ned  in- 
side out; 

Tile  friara  are  kneeliuji, 

And  huuting  and  feeling 
The  carpet,  the  floofj  and  the  walls,  and  the  ceil- 
ing. 

The  Cardinal  drew 

Off  each  plum-colored  shoe, 
And  left  his  red  stockings  exposed  to  the  view; 

He  peeps,  and  he  feels 

In  tlie  toes  and  the  heels. 
They   turn    uji    the    dishes, — they   tui'ii    u]]    the 

I,late.,- 
Tliey  take  up  the  poker  and  poke  out  the  grates, 

— Tlie\'  turn  up  tlie  rugs. 

They  examine  the  mugs; 

ISut,  no!— no  such  thing, — 

Tlicy  can't  find  the  ring! 
And    the    Alihot    declared    that    "  when    nobody 

ttt-i<;ged  it, 
Some  rascal  or  other  had  popped  in  and  prigged 
it!" 

Tlie  Tardinal  rose  with  a  dignified  look, 
lie  called  for  bis  candle,  his  hell,  and  his  book! 
In  Iioly  auger  and  ]iious  grief 
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He  solemnly  cursed  that  rascally  thief! 

He  cursed  him  at  board,  he  cursed  him  in  bed; 

From  the  sole  of  his  foot  to  the  crown  of  his 

head ; 
He  cursed  him  in  sleeping,  that  every  night 
He  should  dream  of  the  Devil,  and  wake  in  a 

fright. 
He  cursed  him  in  eating,  he  cursed  him  in  drink- 
ing. 
He   cursed   him   in   coughing,   in    sneezing,    in 

winking; 
He  cursed  him  in  sitting,  in  standing,  in  lying; 
He  cursed  him  in  walking,  in  riding,  in  flying; 
He  cursed  him  living,  he  cursed  him  dying! — 
Never  was  heard  such  a  terrible  curse ! 
But  what  gave  rise 
To  no  little  surprise, 
Nobody  seemed  one  penny  the  worse! 

The  day  was  gone, 

The  night  came  on, 
The  monks  and  the  friars  they  searched  till  dawn; 

When  the  sacristan  saw, 

On  crumpled  claw, 
Come  limping  a  poor  little  lame  Jackdaw! 

No  longer  gay, 

As  on  yesterday; 
His  feathers  all  seemed  to  be  turned  the  wrong 

way ; — 
His  pinions  drooped,— he  could  hardly  stand, — 
His  head  was  as  bald  as  the  palm  of  your  hand; 

His  eve  so  dim, 

So  wasted  each  limb, 


misCell. 


That,    Leedlesa    of    grammar,     tLej    all 

"TuAT'S   IllM  ! — 

That  '3  tlie  sfamp  that  has  done  this  spaudaloua 

thing, 
That 's  the  thief  that  has  got  my  Lord  Cardinal's 
liing ! " 

The  poor  little  Jackdaw, 

When  the  monks  he  saw. 
Feebly  gave  vent  to  the  ghost  of  a  caw; 
And  tamed  his  bald  head  as  much  as  to  Bay, 
"  Pray  be  so  good  as  to  walk  this  way! " 

Slower  and  slower 

He  limped  on  before, 
Till  they  came  to  the  back  of  the  belfry-door, 

Where  the  first  thing  they  saw, 

Midst  the  sticks  and  the  straw, 
Was  the  king,  in  the  nest  of  that  little  Jackdaw! 

Then  the  great  Lord  Cardinal  called  for  his  book. 
And  off  that  terrible  curse  he  took: 

The  mute  expression 

Served  In  lieu  of  confession. 
And,  being  tiius  coupled  with  full  restitution, 
The  Jackdaw  got  plenary  absolution! 

— When  tliose  words  were  heard, 

That  poor  little  bird 
Was  so  changed  in  a  moment,  't  was  really  ab- 
surd : 

Ilr-  HTPw  sleek  and  fat; 

In  addition  to  that, 
A  fi'C'sh  crii]j  of  feathers  came  thick  as  a  mat! 

His  tail  waggled  more 

]':veii  than  Itefore; 
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But  no  longer  it  wagged  with  an  impudent  air, 
No  longer  he  perched  on  the  CardinaPs  chair: 

He  hopped  now  about 

With  a  gait  devout; 
At  ^latins,  at  Vespers,  he  never  was  out; 
And,  so  far  from  any  more  pilfering  deeds, 
lie  always  seemed  telling  the  Confessor's  beads. 
If  any  one  lied,  or  if  any  one  swore. 
Or  slumbered   in   prayer-time   and    happened   to 
snore. 

That  good  Jackdaw 

Would  give  a  great  "Caw!" 
As  much  as  to  say,  "  Don't  do  so  any  more! " 
While  many  remarked,  as  his  manners  they  saw, 
That  they  "  never  had  known  such  a  pious  Jack- 
daw ! " 

He  long  lived  the  pride 

Of  that  country  side, 
And  at  last  in  the  odor  of  sanctity  died; 

When,  as  words  were  too  faint 

His  merits  to  paint. 
The  Conclave  determined  to  make  him  a  Saint. 
And  on  newly  made  Saints  and  Popes,  as  you 

know, 
It  is  the  custom  of  Rome  new  names  to  bestow, 
So  they  canonized  him  by  the  name  of  Jem  Crow! 

RICHARD    HARRIS    BARHAM. 
{Thomas  Ingoldabyt  Esq.) 


MISCELLAySO  US. 


FABLE     FOR     CBITICS." 


There  are  truths  you  Americaua  need  to  be  told, 
And  it  never  '11  refute  them  to  swagger  aud  aeold ; 
John  Bull,  looking  o'er  the  Atlantie,  in  chiiler. 
At  your  aptnesa  for  trade,  saya  you  worsliip  the 

dollar; 
But  to  scorn  i-dollar-try's  what  very  few  dii, 
Aud  John  goes  to  that  church  aa  often  as  you  do, 
No  matter  what  Jobu  Bays,  don't  try  to  outcrow 

him, 
'T  is  enough  to  go  quietly  on  and  outgrow  him ; 
Like  uioat  fathers.  Bull  hatfa  to  see  Number  One 
Displacing  himself  in  the  mind  of  hia  son, 
And  detests  the  aame  faults  in  himself  he  'd  neg- 

lertwl 
When  he  sees  them  again  in  hia  cliild's  glass  re- 
flected ; 
To  love  one  another  you  're  too  like  by  half, 
If  he  is  a  bull,  you  're  a  pretty  stout  calf, 
And  tear  youv  own   pasture  for  naught  but  to 

show 
What  a  nice  jiair  of  horns  you  're  beginning  to 
grow. 

TIioiv  are  one  or  two  things  I  aliould  just  like  to 

liitil. 
For  you   ilnn't  offon  fi;ot  tlie  trutli   told  you  in 
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The  most  of  you  (this    is   what    strikes   all    be- 
holders) 
Have     a     mental     and    physical    stoop    in    the 

shoulders ; 
Though  you  ought  to  be  free  as  the  winds  and  the 

waves, 
You  've   the   gait   and   the   manner   of   runaway 

slaves ; 
Though  you  brag  of  your  New  World,  you  don't 

half  believe  in  it; 
And  as  much  of  the  Old  as  is  possible  weave  in  it ; 
Your  goddess  of  freedom,  a  tight,  buxom  girl, 
With  lips  like  a  cherry  and  teeth  like  a  pearl. 
With  eyes  bold  as  Here 's,  and  hair  floating  free, 
And  full  of  the  sun  as  the  spray  of  the  sea. 
Who  can  sing  at  a  husking  or  romp  at  a  shearing, 
Who  can  trip  through  the  forests  alone  without 

fearing, 
Who  can  drive  home  the  cows  with  a  song  through 

the  grass. 
Keeps  glancing  aside  into  Europe's  cracked  glass, 
Hides  her  red  hands  in  gloves,  pinches  up  her 

lithe  waist, 
And   makes  herself  wretched   with   transmarine 

taste ; 
She  loses  her  fresh  country  charm  when  she  takes 
Any  mirror  except  her  own  rivers  and  lakes. 

JAMES    RUSSELL    LOWELL. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


WHAT     MB.     ROBINSON    THINKS." 

PROM     "the     BIOLOW     PAPEKH,"     NO.     111. 

GuVENER  IJ.  is  a  sensible  man; 

He  stuvs  to  Lis  home  an'  lookt^  arter  his  folks; 
He  draws  hia  furrer  ez  straight  ez  he  can, 
An'  into  nobody's  tater-patch  pokes; — 
But  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  he  wunt  vote  for  Gn^'ener  B. 

My!  ain't  it  terrible?    Wnt  shall  we  du? 

We  can't  never  choose  him  o'  oourse, — thet'w 
flat; 
Guess  Tve  shall  hev  to  come  round,  (don't  yon?) 
An'  go  in  for  thunder  an'  guns,  an'  all  that; 
Fer  John  P. 
EubiiiMon  he 
Sez  he  wunt  vote  for  Guvener  B. 

Oinoral  C  is  a  drelTle  smart  man: 

lie's  hen  on  all  sides  thet  give  places  or  pelf; 
But  consistency  still  wiiz  a  part  of  his  plan, — 
lie's  hen  true  to  one  party, — an'  thet  is  him- 
self;— 
So  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
KcK  he  shall  vote  for  Gineral  C. 

"Wiitti'n  at  tin)  time  of  the  Mexifiiii  war,  wliicli  was 
strods'y  op]Mtsi'd  l)y  tlie  Anti-slavorj-  party  as  being  iin- 
iiecessary  and  wrong. 
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Gineral  C,  has  gone  in  fer  the  war; 

He  don't  vally  principle  more 'n  an  old  cud; 
Wut  did  God  make  us  raytional  creeturs  fer, 
But  glory  an'  gunpo\yder,  plunder  an'  blood? 
So  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  he  shall  vote  for  Gineral  C. 

We  were  gittin'  on  nicely  up  here  to  our  village, 

With  good  old  idees  o'  wut 's  right  an'  wut  ain't, 

We  kind  o'  thought  Christ  went  agin  war  an' 

pillage. 
An'  thet  ei)pylets  worn't  the  best  mark  of  a 

saint ; 
But  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  this  kind  o'  thing 's  an  exploded  idee. 

* 

The  side  of  our  country  must  oilers  be  took, 
An'  President  Polk,  you  know,  he  is  our  coun- 
try; 
An'  the  angel  thet  writes  all  our  sins  in  a  book 
Puts  the  debit  to  him,  an'  to  us  the  per  contrij; 
An'  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  this  is  his  view  o'  the  thing  to  a  T. 

Parson  Wilbur  he  calls  all  these  argimunts  lies; 

Sez  they  're  nothin'  on  airth  but  jest  fee,  faic, 

fttm: 
And  thet  all  this  big  talk  of  our  destinies 

Is  half  ov  it  ign'ance,  an'  t'other  half  rum; 
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But  Jolin  P, 
Robiuaon  he 
Sez  it  ain't  no  aecli  thing;  an',  of  {.■ourae,  so 
must  we. 

Parson  Wilbur  sez  he  never  heerd  in  his  life 
Tbet  th'  Apostles  rigged  out  in  their  Hwaller- 
tail  coats, 
Ad'  marched  round  in  front  o/  a  drum  an'  a  fife. 
To  git  woine  on  "em  office,  an'  some  on  'em  Yotea; 
But  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  Ibey  didn't  linow  ever.vthln'  down  in  Judee, 
Wal,  it 's  a  niarcv  we  've  gnt  folks  to  tell  us 
The  rights  an'  the  wrongs  o'  these  mattera,  I 
vow, — 
God  sends  country  lawyers,  an'  other  wise  fellers. 
To  drive  the  world's  team   wen  it  gita  in  a 
slough ; 
Fcr  John  I'. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  the  world  'II  go  right,  ef  he  hollera  out 
Gee: 


s\vi:li;s  soliloquy. 

I  don't  ajijiwovo  this  bawid  waw; 

Those  dwcadful  hannahs  hawt  my  eyes; 
And  guns  and  dvvuina  are  such  a  baw, — 

W'liv  don't  the  pawties  conipwamise? 
Of  ciiwcc,  the  twdilot  lias  its  cbawnis; 

lUil  why  liiast  all  the  vulgali  cwowd 
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Pawsist  in  spawting  unifawms, 
In  cullahs  so  extwemely  loud? 

And  then  the  Uidies,  pwecious  deahs! — 
I  mawk  the  change  on  ev'wj  bwow ; 

Bai  Jove!   I  weally  have  my  feahs 
They  wathah  like  the  hawid  wow! 

To  heah  the  chawming  cweatures  talk, 
Like  j)atwons  of  the  bloody  wing, 

Of  waw  and  all  its  dawty  wawk, — 
It  doesn't  seem  a  pwappah  thing! 

I  called  at  Mrs.  Gweene's  last  night, 
To  see  her  niece.  Miss  Mawy  Hertz, 

And  found  her  making — cwushing  sight! — 
The  weddest  kind  of  flannel  shirts! 

Of  cawce,  T  wose,  and  sought  the  daw. 
With  fawyah  flashing  from  my  eyes! 

I  can't  appwove  this  hawid  waw; — 
Why  don't  the  pawties  compwamise? 

ANONYMOUS. 


THE    COMPLIMENT. 

Arrayed  in  snow-white  pants  and  vest, 
And  other  rainment  fair  to  view, 
I  stood  before  my  sweetheart  Sue — 

The  charming  creature  I  love  best. 

"  Tell  me  and  does  mv  costume  suit  ? '' 
I  asked  that  apple  of  my  eye — 
And  then  the  charmer  made  reply, 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  do  look  awful  cute !  " 
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Althiiugli  I  fi-equently  bad  heard 
My  eweetliPaii"  veut  her  jileiisure  bo, 
I  must  tunfesa  I  did  not  know 

The  meaning  of  tluit  favorite  word. 

But  presently  at  window  side 

We  stood  and  watched  the  passing  throng. 

And  soon  a  donliey  passed  along 
With  ears  lilie  wings  extended  wide. 
And  gazing  Ht  the  doleful  brute 

My  sweetheart  gave  a  merry  cry— 

I  quote  her  language  with  a  sigh — 
"  O  Charlie,  ain't  he  awful  cute?  " 

EtlCICNE    FIELD. 


THE    ^'A^'TUCKET    BKIPPER. 

Many  a  long,  long  year  ago, 

Naiihieket  wkippera  had  a  plan 
Of  finding  out,  though  "  lying  low," 

Ilow  near  New  York  their  schooners  ran. 

TlH'y  {-i^eased  the  lead  before  it  fell, 
And  then  by  sounding  through  the  night. 

Knowing  the  Boii  tliat  stUfl;  so  well, 
'i'liey  always  guessed  their  i-eokoning  right. 

A  Kkipper  gray,  whose  eyes  were  dim, 
Toiild  tell,  by  tasting,  just  the  spot, 

And  so  below  he'd  "douse  the  glim,"^ 
After,  of  coui'se,  his  "  something  hot." 

Siiug  ill  his  berth  at  eight  oVIoek. 
This  ancient  .skipiter  might  be  found; 
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No  matter  how  his  craft  would  rock, 
He  slept, — for  skippers'  naps  are  sound. 

The  watch  on  deck  would  now  and  then 
Run  down  and  wake  him,  with  the  lead; 

He  'd  up,  and  taste,  and  tell  the  men 
How  many  miles  the}-  went  ahead. 

One  night  't  was  Jotham  Marden's  watch, 
A  curious  wag, — the  pedler's  son; 

And  so  he  mused,  (the  wanton  wretch!) 
''  To-night  I  '11  have  a  grain  of  fun. 

"  We  're  all  a  set  of  stupid  fools. 

To  think  the  skipper  knows,  by  tasting, 

What  ground  he 's  on ;  Nantucket  schools 

Don't  teach  such  stuff,  with  all  their  basting! " 

And  so  he  took  the  well-greased  lead. 

And  rubbed  it  o'er  a  box  of  earth 
That  stood  on  deck, — a  parsnip-bed, — 

And  then  he  sought  the  skipper's  berth. 

"Where  are  we  now,  sir?     Please  to  taste." 
The  skipper  yawned,  put  out  his  tongue. 

Opened  his  e3'es  in  wondrous  haste, 
And  then  upon  the  floor  he  sprung! 

The  skipper  stormed,  and  tore  his  hair, 

Hauled  on  his  boots,  and  roared  to  Marden, 

"  Nantucket's  sunk,  and  here  we  are 

Right  over  old  Marm  Hackett's  garden ! " 

JAMES    THOMAS    FIELDS. 


OLIVER  WENDKrX  HOLMES. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


THE    ONE-HOSS    SHAY; 


OB,     THE     DEACON  S     MAI 


Have  yoii  beaiiJ  of  the  wonderful  one-tioss  sliny, 

That  w!ts  built  in  bupU  a  logical  way 

It  ran  a  hundred  .veara  to  a  diiy, 

And  then  of  ti  sudden,  it— all,  but  staj, 

I  '11  tell  you  what  happened  without  delay, 

Scaring  the  parson  into  fits, 

Frightening  ijeople  out  of  their  wits,^ 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  that,  I  8iiy? 

Seventeen  hundred  and  fifty-five. 
Georgius  SecumUm  wiis  then  alive, — 
Snutfy  old  drone  from  the  German  hive. 
That  waa  the  year  when  Lisbon-town 
Saw  the  earth  open  and  gulp  her  down, 
And  Braddock'a  army  was  done  so  brown, 
T/'ft  without  a  scalp  to  its  crown. 
It  was  on  the  terrible  Earthquake-day 
That  the  deacon  finished  the  one-hoss  shay. 

Now  in  the  building  of  chaises,  I  tell  you  what, 
There  is  always  saincirhere  a  weakest  s]JOt, — 
In  hub,  tire,  felloe,  in  spring  or  thill, 
lu  panel,  or  crossbar,  or  tloor,  or  sill, 
In  sci-cw,  liolt,  thorough  brace, — lurking  still, 
Find  it  somewhere  you  must  and  will, — 
Ahcivc  or  below,  or  within  or  without, — ■ 
And  Ilia*  "s  llie  reason,  beyond  a  doubt, 
\  iliaise  hiTiiku  iJinni.  but  doesn't  wear  out. 
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But  the  Deacon  swore  (as  Deacons  do, 

With  an  "  I  dew  vum/'  or  an  "  I  tell  yeou/^) 

lie  would  build  one  shay  to  beat  the  taown 

'n'  the  keounty  'n'  all  the  kentry  raoun'; 

It    should   be    so    built    that   it   couldnH   break 

daown ; 
— "Fur/'  said  the  Deacon,  " 't 's  mighty  plain 
Thut  the  weakes'  place  mus'  stan'  the  strain; 
'n'  the  way  t'  fix  it,  uz  I  maintain, 

Is  only  jest 
T'  make  tliat  place  uz  strong  uz  the  rest." 

So  the  Deacon  inquired  of  the  village  folk 

Where  he  could  find  the  strongest  oak, 

That  couldn't  be  split  nor  bent  nor  broke, — 

That  was  for  spokes  and  floor  and  sills; 

He  sent  for  lancewood  to  make  the  thills; 

The  crossbars  were  ash,  from  the  straightest  trees; 

The  panels  of  whitewood,  tliat  cuts  like  cheese. 

But  lasts  like  iron  for  things  like  these; 

The  hubs  of  logs  from  the  "  Settler's  ellum," — 

Last  of  its  timber, — they  couldn't  sell  'em. 

Never  an  axe  had  seen  their  chips, 

And  the  wedges  flew  from  between  their  lips, 

Their  blunt  ends  frizzled  like  celery -tips; 

Step  and  prop-iron,  bolt  and  screw, 

Spring,  tire,  axle,  and  linchpin  too. 

Steel  of  the  finest,  bright  and  blue; 

Thoroughbrace  bison-skin,  thick  and  wide; 

Boot,  top,  dasher,  from  tough  old  hide 

Found  in  the  pit  when  the  tanner  died. 

That  was  the  way  he  "  put  her  through." 

"  There  I  "  said  the  Deacon,  "  naow  she  '11  dew !  *' 
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Do!  I  tell  you,  I  rallier  guess 

She  was  a  wonjer,  and  nothing  less! 

Colta  grew  horses,  beanis  turned  gray, 

Deacon  and  deaconess  di-opijed  away, 

Children  and  grandchildren, — where  were  tUey? 

But  there  stood  the  stout  old  one-hoss  shay 

As  fresh  as  on  LiHbon-earthquake-day! 

Eighteen  HirNoiiED; — it  came  and  found 

The  Deacon's  nmsteriiiece  strong  and  sound. 

Eighteen  hundred  increased  hy  ten;^ — 

"  Hahnsunt  keri-idgo  "  they  called  it  then. 

Eighteen  hundred  and  twenty  came; — 

Ennning  as  usual;  much  the  same. 

Thirty  and  forty  at  hist  arrive. 

And  then  came  fifty,  and  fifty-ftvb. 

Little  of  all  we  vahic  here 

Wakes  on  the  mora  of  its  hundredth  j-ear 

Without  both  feeling  and  looking  queer. 

In  fact,  there  "s  uofhiiifj  lliat  keepa  ita  youth, 

So  fiii'  as  I  know,  but  a  tree  and  truth. 

iThis  is  a  monil  fliat  runs  at  large; 

Take  i(. — ^Vou  'ri'  welcome. —  Xo  extra  charge.) 

l-'iiisT  or   XovKMiiKi:, — the   Earthquake-day. — 

Thei-e  arc  trail's  of  age  in  the  one-hoss  shay, 

A  general  llavor  of  mild  decay, 

I'lit  nothing  local  as  one  may  say. 

Then;  couldn't  be.— -for  the  Deacon's  art 

Iliid  made  il  ko  like  in  every  part 

Tliat  there  wasn't  a  chiince  for  one  to  start, 

Vov  the  wheels  were  just  as  strong  as  the  thills. 

And  llic  lloor  was  jnst  as  strong  as  the  sills. 

Anil  the  jiancls  just  as  strong  as  the  floor. 
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And  the  whippletree  neither  less  nor  more, 
And  the  back-crossbar  as  strong  as  the  fore, 
And  spring  and  axle  and  hub  encore. 
And  yet,  as  a  wholes  it  is  past  a  doubt 
In  another  hour  it  will  be  worn  out! 

First  of  November,  'Fifty-five! 

This  morning  the  parson  takes  a  drive. 

Now,  small  boys,  get  out  of  the  way! 

Here  comes  the  wonderful  one-hoss  shay. 

Drawn  bv  a  rat-tailed,  ewe-necked  bav. 

"  Huddup !  "  said  the  parson. — Off  went  they. 

The  parson  was  working  his  Sunday's  text, — 

Had  got  to  fffthly,  and  stopped  perplexed 

At  what  the — Moses — was  coming  next. 

All  at  once  the  horse  stood  still, 

Close  bv  the  meetin'-house  on  the  hill. 

— First  a  shiver  and  then  a  thrill, 

Then  something  decidedly  like  a  spill, — 

And  the  parson  was  sitting  upon  a  rock. 

At  half  past  nine  by  the  meetin'-house  clock, — 

Just  the  hour  of  the  Earthquake  shock! 

— What  do  you  think  the  parson  found, 

When  he  got  up  and  stared  around? 

The  i)Oor  old  chaise  in  a  heap  or  mound. 

As  if  it  had  been  to  the  mill  and  ground! 

You  see,  of  course,  if  you  're  not  a  dunce, 

How  it  went  to  pieces  all  at  once, — 

All  at  once,  and  nothing  first, — 

Just  as  bubbles  do  when  they  burst. 

End  of  the  wonderful  one-hoss  shay. 
Logic  is  logic.     That 's  all  I  say. 

OLIVKU    WENDELL    HOLMES. 


MISCJULLANHOUS. 


GRTGGRUrS    STATION. 

Pap's  got  his  ])atent  right,  and  vicli  as  all  ci-ea- 
ti.m ; 
But  vrlwvB  's  tlie  iwace  and  comfort  tiiat  we  all 
had  before '/ 
Le's  go  a-vieitin'  back  to  Griggeb.v'B  Station — 
Back  where  we  ust  to  be  so  happy  and  bo  pore  I 

The  likea  of  us  a-liviu'  liei'e !     It 's  juet  a  mortal 
pity 
To  see  us  in  this  great  big  house,  with  cyariieta 
on  the  stairs, 
And  tho  pump  right   in   the  kitt'heu!     And  the 
city!  city!  city! — 
And  nofhin'  but  the  city  all  around  us  ^ver'- 
w  heres ! 


Climb  cloan  above  the  roof  and  look   from  the 
Rte(']ile. 
And  never  see  a  robin,  nor  a  beech  or  ellum 
tree ! 
And  right  here  in  earshot  of  at  least  a  thousau' 
pcojilc. 
And  none  that  neighbors  with  us,  or  we  want  to 
go  and  see! 


vo  a  visitin'  back  to  r.riggsby's  Station— 
<■];   wlicre   the   latih-slring 's  a-haugin'    from 
the  dooi'. 
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And  ever'  neighbor  'round  the  place  is  dear  as  a 
relation — 
Back  where  we  ust  to  be  so  happy  and  so  pore ! 

I  want  to  see  the  Wiggenses,  the  whole  kit  and 
bilin' 
A-drivin'  up  from  Shallor  Ford  to  stay  the  Sun- 
day' through ; 

And  I  want  to  see  Wi  hitch  in'  at  their  son-in- 
law's  and  pilin' 

Out  there  at  'Lizv  Ellen's  like  thev  ust  to  do! 

*>  %i 

I  want  to  see  the  piece-quilts  the  Jones  girls  is 
makin'; 
And  1  want  to  pester  Laur}-  'bout  their  freckled 
hired  hand, 
And  joke  her  'bout  the  widower  she  come  purt' 
nigh  a-takin', 
Till  her  pap  got  his  pension  'lowed  in  time  to 
save  his  land. 

Le's  go  a-visitin'  back  to  Griggsby's  station — 
Back    where    they 's    nothin'    aggervatin'    any- 
more ; 
Shet  away  safe  in  the  woods  around  the  old  loca- 
tion — 
Back  where  we  ust  to  be  so  happy  and  so  pore ! 

I  want  to  see  Marindy  and  he'p  her  with  her 
sewin', 
And  hear  her  talk  so  lovin'  of  her  man  that 's 
dead  and  gone, 


MISCELLANEO  C7K. 


And  staud  iijj  with  Emanuel  to  show  nie  tiow  he  "s 
gi'owin', 
And  Biniie  aa  I  have  saw  h{!r  "fore  she  put  her 
mournin'  on. 

And  I  want  to  see  the  Sainplos,  on  the  old  lower 
eight,v — 
Where  John  our  oideKt  bo.v,  he  was  tuk  and 
buried^for 
His  own  sake  and  Katy'a— and   I  want  to  cry 
with  Katy 
As  she  reads  ali  his  letters  over,  writ  from  The 
War. 

What*8  all  this  grand  life  and  hig^Ii  situation, 
And  nary  pink  nor  hollyhawk  bloomin'  at  the 
door? — 

Le's  gt>  a-vieitin'  back  to  Griggaby's  Station — 
Back  where  we  ust  to  be  so  happy  and  so  pore ! 
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ni']  ■!>  HAD  NO  snow. 

Joio  ]Ji';.\i.r.  "ud  set  upon  a  kej; 
]>own  to  the  groc'ry  store,  an'  throw 
One  leg  right  over  t'otlier  leg 

An'  swear  he  'd  never  had  no  show, 
"  O.  n^i,"  said  Joe, 
"  Hain't  lieil  no  show," 
Tiicn  shift  liis  ipiid  to  fotlier  jaw, 
Au   rliaw.  an'  eliaw,  an'  chaw,  an'  ehaw. 
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He  said  he  got  do  start  in  life, 

Didn't  get  no  money  from  his  dad, 
The  washin'  took  in  bv  his  wife 

Earned  all   the  funds  he  ever  had. 
*'  O.  no/'  said  Joe, 
*•  Flain't  lied  no  show," 
An'  then  he  'd  look  up  at  the  clock 
An'  talk,  an'  talk,  an'  talk,  an'  talk. 

**  I  've  waited  twenty  vear — let 's  see- 


Yes,  twenty-four,  an'  never  struck, 
Altho,  I  've  sot  roun'  patiently. 
The  fust  tarnation  streak  er  luck. 
O,  no,"  said  Joe, 
"  Hain't  hed  no  show," 
Then  stuck  like  mucilage  to  the  spot, 
An'  sot,  an'  sot,  an'  sot,  an'  sot. 

"  I  've  come  down  regerlar  every  day 

For  twenty  years  to  Piper's  store. 
I  've  sot  here  in  a  patient  way. 

Say,  hain't  T,  Piper?"     Piper  swore. 
"  I  tell  ye,  Joe, 
Yer  hain't  no  show; 
Yer  too  dern  patient " — ther  hull  raft 
Jest  laffed,  an'  laffed,  an'  laffed,  an'  laffed. 

SAM    WALTEJtt   FOSS, 


THE    MYSTIFIED    QUAKER    IN    NEW 

YORK. 

Respected  Wife:  By  these  few  lines  my  where- 
abouts thee  Ml  learn : 
Moreover,  I  impart  to  thee  my  serious  concern. 
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The  hinguiige  of  tliia  people  is  a  riddle  unto  me; 
For  words  with  tlieni  are  figmenta  of  a  ret-kless 

mockery. 
For  instance,  as  I    left  tbe  cars,  a   voiitli   with 

simittj'  face 
Said,  "Shine?"     "Nay  I'll  not  Bhine,"  I  said, 

"except  with  inward  grace." 
"  What  '8  inward  grace?  "  said  this  young  Turk; 
"A  liquid  or  a,  paste?     lli,  daddy,  how  does  the 

did  thing  work?  " 
I  then  said  to  a  jehu,  whose  breath  suggested  gin, 
"  Friend,  can  thee  take  me  to  a  reputable  inn?  '■' 
ISut  this  man'H  gross  irrelevance  I  shall  not  soon 

forget ; 
Instead  of  simply  Yea  or  Xay,  he  gralHy  saitt, 

"  You  bet !  " 
"  Nay,  nay,  I  will  not  bet,"  I  said,  "  for  that  would 

be  a  sin. 
Why  dost  not  answer  plainly?  can  thee  take  me 

to  an  inn  ? 
Thy  vehicle  is  doubtk'SH  made  to  carry  folks  about 

in; 
Why  then   jircvaricate? "     Said  he,  "Aha!   well 

now,   you 'i-e   slioutin'!" 
'■  1  did  not  shout,"  I  said,  "my  friend;  surely  my 

sj»cecli  is  mild : 
Hut  tliine  {I  grieve  to  say  it)  with  falsehood  ia 

defiled. 
Thee  ought  to  be  admonished  to  rid  thy  heart  of 

guile." 
"  Look  hci'C,  my  lovely  moke,"  said  he,  "yon  sling 

■23 
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"  I  've  bad  these  plain  drab  garments  twenty  years 

or  more,"  said  I ; 
^*  And  wben  thee  says  I  ^  sling  on  style '  thee  tells 

a  wilful  lie." 
\Yitli  that  he  pranced  about  as  tho'  a  bee  were  in 

his  bonnet, 
And  with  hostile  demonstrations  inquired  if  I  was 

"  on  it." 
"On  what?     Till  thee  explain,  I  cannot  tell,"  I 

said ; 
But   he  swore  that  something  was  "  too  thin," 

moreover  it  was  '^  played." 
But  all   his  antics   were   surpassed   in  wild  ab- 
surdity 
By    threats,    profancl}^    emphasized,    to    "  put    a 

head  "  on  me. 
"  No  son  of  Belial,"  I  said,  "  that  miracle  can  do." 
With  that  he  fell  upon  me  with  blows  and  curses 

too; 
But  failed  to  work  that  miracle,  if  such  was  his 

design ; 
Instead  of  putting  on  a  head,  he  strove  to  smite 

olf  mine. 
Thee  knows  that  I  profess  the  peaceful  precepts 

of  our  sect, 
But  this  man's  acts  worked  on  me  to  a  curious 

effect ; 
And  when   he  knocked   mv  broad-brim  off,  and 

said,  "  How  's  that  for  high !  " 
It  roused  the  Adam  in  me,  and  I  smote  him  hip 

and  thigh. 
This  was  a  signal  for  the  crowd,  for  calumny 

broke  loose; 
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TLey  sjiid  I'd  "Rnatclied  him  bald-Ueiided,"  and 

likewise  "  cooked  bis  goose." 
But  yet  I  do  iiflinii,  tLat  I  had  uot  imllod  liis 

balr ; 
Nor  had  I   cooked   bis  poultry,   for  be  bad   no 

poultry  tbei'&. 
They  called  me  "bully  boy,"  tbougb  I  have  seen 

full  three-score  year ; 
And  they  said  that  I  was  "  lightning  wheu  I  got 

upon  luy  ear." 
And  when  I  asked  if  lightning  climbed   Hr  ear, 

and  dressi'd  in  drab, 
"  You  know  how  't  is  youraelf,"  said  one  insolent 

young  blah. 
So  I  left  tbeni  in  disgust:  plain-spoken  men  like 

With  such  pencrters  of  our  tongue  can  have  no 
unity. 


TO    THE    "SEXTANT." 

O  Si:xT.\NT  of  the  meetin  house,  wieh  sweeps 
-\nd  dusts,  or  is  supposed  to!  and  makes  fires, 
And  liU's  the  gass,  and  sumtinie3  leaves  a  screw 

loose, 
in  wich  case  it  smells  orful,  worse  than  lamp  ile; 
And  wrings  the  Rel  and  tMes  it  when  men  dyes, 
to   (be   grief  of  survivin   pardners,   and   sweeps 

],ati,s 
.\nd  for  the  servusses  gets  $100  per  annum, 
\\"i<li  Ib.'Lii  Ihal  thiidis  deer,  let  'em  try  it; 
Cilliii  up  before  starlite  in  all  wethers  and 
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Kindlin  fires  when  the  wether  is  as  cold 

As  zero,  and  like  as  not  i^veen  wood  for  kindlin, 

i  wouldn't  Ije  hired  to  do  it  for  no  sum. 

Hut  O  Sextant  I  thei*e  ai'e  1  kernioddity 

A\'icli  's  more  than  jjold,  wich  doant  cost  nothin. 

Worth  more  than  anything  exceptthe  sole  of  man ! 

i  mean  pewer  Arc,  Sextant,  i  mean  i)ewer  are  I 

0  it  is  plent\'  out  of  doors,  so  plenty  it  doant  no 
What  on  airth  to  dew  with  itself,  but  flvs  about 
Scatlerin  leaves  and  bloin  off  men's  hattsi 

in  short,  it 's  jest  as  "  fre  as  are  "  out  dores, 

Hut  O  Sextant,  in  our  church  its  scarce  as  buty, 

Scarce  as  bank  bills,  when  agints  begs  for  niisch- 

uns, 
Wich  some  sa\'  is  purty  offten   (taint  nothin  to 

me,  wat  I  give  aint  nothin  to  nobody)   but 

O  Sextant 
U  shet  500  men,  wimmin,  and  children, 
Sj)eshally  the  latter,  up  in  a  tite  place, 
And  every  1  on  em  brethes  in  and  out,  and  out 

and  in, 
Say  50  times  a  miunit,  or  1  million  and  a  half 

brelhs  an  our. 
Now  how  long  will  a  church  ful  of  are  last  at  that 

rale, 

1  ask  vou — sav  15  minits — and  then  wats  to  be 

t.  t/ 

did? 
Why  then  they  must  brethe  it  all  over  agin, 
And  then  agin,  and  so  on  till  each  has  took  it 

down 
At  least  10  times,  and  let  it  up  agin,  and  w^ats 

more 
The  same  individoal  don't  have  the  priviledge 
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of  brethin  his  ovra  are,  and  no  ones  else, 

Kacli  one  must  take  wliatever  comes  to  Uiiii. 

O  Sextant,  douiit  you  no  our  lungs  is*  bclluaaes. 

To  bio  the  tier  of  life,  and  keep  it  from  goin  out; 

and  bow  tau  bellusaea  bio  witbout  wind 

And.aint  wind  arct  i  put  it  to  your  conndieus. 

Are  is  tbe  same  to  us  as  milk  to  babies. 

Or  water  is  to  lisli,  or  pendlunia  to  elox, 

Or  roots  and  airba  unto  an  injun  doctor, 

Or  little  pills  unto  an  omepath. 

Or  boya  to  gurts.     Are  is  for  us  to  brctlio. 

What  signifies  who  preaches  if  i  cant  bretbe? 

Wats  Pol?     \^'ata  Pollus  to  sinners  who  are  ded? 

Ded  for  want  of  bretb,  why  Sextant,  when  we  dy 

Its  only  coz  we  can't  brethe  no  more,  thats  nil. 

And  now  O  Sextant,  let  me  beg  of  you 

To  let  a  little  are  into  our  church. 

(Fewer  are  is  sertain  proper  for  the  jiews) 

And  do  it  weak  days,  and  Sundays  tew. 

It  aint  much  trouble,  only  make  a  hole 

.\nil  the  arc  will  come  of  itself; 

( 1 1  liivs  lo  conic  in  where  it  can  git  warm) 

And  O  how  it  will  rouze  the  i>eople  up, 

And  wjii'iTit  up  (he  pi'oacber,  and  stop  garps, 

And  ViMvns  and  ii{tjii'"«>  'is  offectooal 

As  wind  on  the  dry  boaiis  the  Profit  tells  of. 

AKABKLLA    Jl,    WILLSOS. 
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JIM    BLUDSO    OF    THE    TRAIRIE    BELLE. 

PIKE    COUNTY    BALLADS. 

Wall^  no  I  I  can't  tell  wiiar  he  lives, 

Becase  he  don't  live,  you  see; 
Leastways,  he  's  got  out  of  the  habit 

Of  livin'  like  vou  and  me. 
Wliar  have  you  been  for  the  last  three  year 

That  vou  haven't  heard  folks  tell 

ft/ 

How  Jimmy  Bludso  passed  in  his  checks 
The  night  of  the  Prairie  Belle? 

He  weren't  no  saint, — them  engineers 

Is  all  pretty  much  alike, — 
One  wife  in  Natchez-under-the-Hill 

xVnd  another  one  here,  in  Pike; 
xV  keerless  man  in  his  talk  w^as  Jim, 

And  an  awkward  hand  in  a  row, 
But  he  never  flunked,  and  he  never  lied, — 

1  reckon  he  never  knowed  how. 

And  this  was  all  the  religion  he  had, — 

To  treat  his  engine  well ; 
Never  be  passed  on  the  river; 

To  mind  the  pilot's  bell ; 
And  if  ever  the  Prairie  Belle  took  fire, — 

A  thousand  times  he  swore 
He  'd  hold  her  nozzle  agin  the  bank 

Till  the  last  soul  got  ashore. 

All  boats  has  their  day  on  the  Mississip, 
And  her  day  come  at  last, — 
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The  Movastai'  was  a  better  boat, 

But  the  Belle  slie  wouldn't  be  passed. 

And  so  she  come  teariu'  along  that  night — 
The  oldest  craft  on  the  Hue — 

With  a  niggc!!-  squat  on  her  safetj-valve, 
And  her  furnace  crammed,  rosin  and  jiine. 

The  fire  bust  out  aa  she  clared  the  bar, 

And  burnt  a  hole  in  the  night, 
And  quick  as  a  Hash  she  turned,  and  made 

For  that  wilier-bank  on  the  right. 
There  was  ruunin'  and  curain',  but  Jim  yelled  out. 

Over  all  the  infernal  roar, 
"  I  '11  hold  her  nozzle  agin  the  bank 

Till  the  last  galoot 's  ashore." 

Through  the  hot,  black  breath  of  the  burniu'  boat 

Jim  Biudso's  voice  was  heai-d. 
And  they  all  had  trust  in  his  cuasedueaa, 

And  knowed  he  would  keep  his  word. 
And,  sure  's  you  're  born,  they  all  got  off 

Afore  the  smokestacks  fell, — 
And  Bludso'R  ghost  went  up  alone 

In  the  smoke  of  the  Prairie  Belle. 

He  wei-pu't  no  siiint, — but  at  jedgment 

I  \1  run  my  chance  with  Jim, 
'Lonj;side  of  some  pious  gentlemen 

That  wouldn't  shook  hands  with  him. 
He  sct'n  his  duty,  a  dead-sure  thing, — 

And  went  for  if  tliar  and  then; 
Anil  Clicist  ain't  a  going  to  be  too  hard 

On  a  man  that  died  for  men. 

JOU.V    HAY. 
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TO    THE    PLIOCENE    SKULL. 

A     GEOLOGICAL     ADDUESS. 

"  A  human  skull  has  been  found  in  California,  in  the 
pliocene  formation.  This  skull  is  the  remnant,  not  only 
of  the  earliest  pioneer  of  this  State,  but  the  oldest  known 
luunan  .being.  .  .  .  The  skull  was  found  in  a  shaft  one 
Inmdred  and  fifty  feet  deep,  two  miles  from  Angel's,  in 
Calaveras  (\)uiitv,  hv  a  miner  njimed  James  Matson,  wlio 
gave  it  to  ^Ir.  Sciibiier,  a  merchant,  and  lie  gave  it  to  Dr. 
Jones,  who  sent  it  to  tlie  State  Geological  Survey.  .  .  . 
Tlie  i)ublis]i(^d  volume  of  the  State  Survey  on  the  Geology 
of  California  states  tiiat  man  existed  ccmtemporaneously 
witli  tlie  mastod(^n,  but  this  fossil  j)roves  that  he  was  here 
before  the  mastodon  w^as  known  to  exist." — Daily  Paper, 

"  Speak,  O  man,  less  recent !  Fragmentary  fossil ! 
l*rimal  pioneer  of  pliocene  formation, 
Hid  in  lowest  drifts  below  the  earliest  stratum 
Of  Volcanic  tufa! 

"  Older  than  the  beasts,  the  oldest  Pala^otherium ; 
Older  than  the  trees,  the  oldest  Cryj)togamia ; 
Older  than  the  hills,  those  infantile  eruptions 
Of  earth's  epidermis ! 

"  Eo — Mio — Plio — whatsoe'er     the     ^  cene  '     was 
That  those  vacant  sockets  filled  with  awe  and 

wonder, — 
Whether  shores  Devonian  or  Silurian  beaches, — 
Tell  us  th}'  strange  story ! 

"  Or  has  the  Professor  slightly  antedated 

By  some  thousand  years  thy  advent  on  this  planet, 
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Giving  tlipfi  Jin  air  tbat  's  somewliat  better  fitted 
For  cold-blooded  creatures? 

"  Wert  llmu  true  sjjectator  of  tliat  iiiiglity  forest, 
\'\'lien  above  thy  IicluI  tbe  stately  Higillai-ia 
Reared  its  (-olunmed  tmnka  in  (bat  renuote  ami 
(listaut 
Carbouifcrous  epoch  ? 

"  Tell  us  of  that  aceue, — the  dim  and  watery  wood- 
land, 

Songless,  silent,  buslied,  with   uever  bird  or  in- 
sect, 

Veiled  with  spreading  fronds  and  screened  with 
tall  chib-niosses, 
Ly  co|  I  od  i  a  c'ca — 

"  When  beside  thee  walked  'the  soleiun  Plesio- 

saurus, 
And  aroTind  Ibee  crept  the  festive  Ichthyosaurus, 
■\\'Lile   frum    fiiiie    to   time    above    thee    tiew    and 
circled 
tlicerfu!  I'terodactyls. 

'■Tell   wa  of  tliy   food, — those  half-marine  refec- 

('i'iiHii<is  on   tlic  shell,  and  Bracliipods  au  nata- 

fiiltlelish   lo  wliiili  llie  picuvrc  of  Victor  lingo 
Seems  a  periwinkle. 

■•Speak-,  1lion  awful  vesti-e  of  the  earth's  crea- 

Solil;iry  frasiiieiil  of  reiaaius  organic! 
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Tell  the  wondrous  secrets  of  thy  past  existence, — 
Speak !  thou  oldest  primate !  " 

Even  as  I  gazed,  a  thrill  of  the  maxilla 
And  a  lateral  movement  of  the  condyloid  process. 
With   post-pliocene   sounds   of   healthy   mastica- 
tion, 
Ground  the  teeth  together; 

And  from  that  im])erfect  dental  exhibition. 
Stained  with  expressed  juices  of  the  weed  Nico- 
tian, 
Came    these    hollow   accents,   blent   with   softer 
murmurs 
Of  exi)ectoration : 

"  Which  my  name  is  Bowers,  and  my  crust  was 

busted 
Falling  down  a  shaft,  in  Calaveras  County, 
But  1  'd  take  it  kindly  if  you  'd  send  the  pieces 
Home  to  old  Missouri!" 

BRET    HARTE. 


LITTLE    BREECHES. 

A     PIKE      COUNTY      VIEW      OF     SPECIAL     PROVIDENCE. 

I  DON'T  go  much  on  religion, 

I  never  ain't  had  no  show; 
But  I  've  got  a  middlin'  tight  grip,  sir, 

On  the  handful  o'  things  I  know. 
I  don't  pan  out  on  the  prophets 

And  free-will,  and  that  sort  o'  thing, — 
But  believe  in  Ood  and  the  angels. 

Ever  sence  one  night  last  spring. 
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I  come  into  towa  with  some  turnips, 

Aart  my  little  Gabe  come  along, — 
No  four-year-old  in  the  county 

Could  beat  him  for  pretty  and  strong, 
Peart  and  chipper  and  eassy, 

Always  I'eady  fo  swear  and  fight, — 
And  I  'd  learnt  him  ter  chaw  terbaeker, 

Jest  to  keep  liis  milk-teeth  white. 

The  snow  come  down  like  a  blanket 

As  I  passed  by  Taggarfs  store ; 
I  went  in  for  a  jug  of  molasses 

And  left  the  team  at  the  door. 
They  soared  at  something  and  started, — 

I  heard  one  little  squall, 
And  heil-to-split  over  the  prairie 

Went  team,  Little  Bi-eeches  and  all. 

Hell -to-split  over  the  prairie! 

I  was  almost  froze  with  skeer; 
Hut  we  rousted  up  some  torches. 

And  sarclied  for  'em  tar  and  near. 
At  last  we  struck  hosses  and  wagon, 

Knowed  under  a  soft  white  mound, 
Upsot.  dead  beat,— but  of  little  Gabe 

No  liide  nor  hair  was  found. 

And  here  all  hope  soured  on  me 

Of  iiiy  fcllow-ci'itter's  aid,— 
I  jfst  flopped  down  <m  my  marrow-bones, 

Ci'olcli-deep  in  tlie  snow,  and  prayed. 


3G4  HUMOROUS   POEMS. 

By  this,  the  torches  was  played  out, 

And  me  and  Isrul  Parr 
Went  off  for  some  wood  to  a  sheepfold 

That  he  said  was  somewhar  thar. 

We  found  it  at  last,  and  a  little  shed 

Where  they  shut  up  the  lambs  at  night. 
We  looked  in,  and  seen  them  huddled  thar, 

So  warm  and  sleepy  and  white ; 
And  THAR  sot  Little  Breeches  and  chirped, 

As  pert  as  ever  you  see, 
"  I  want  a  chaw  of  terbacker, 

And  that 's  what 's  the  matter  of  me." 

How  did  he  git  thar?     Angels. 

He  could  never  have  walked  in  that  storm. 
They  just  scooped  down  and  toted  him 

To  whar  it  was  safe  and  warm. 
And  I  think  that  saving  a  little  child. 

And  bringing  him  to  his  own, 
Is  a  derned  sight  better  business 

Than  loafing  around  the  Throne. 

JOHN    HAY. 


JIM 


Say  there !    P'r'aps 
Some  on  you  chaps 
Might  know  Jim  Wild? 

Well, — no  offence: 

Thar  ain-t  no  sense 
In  gettin'  riled! 
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Jim  was  iii.v  cliuin 

Up  on  tbe  Bar : 
That  'b  why  I  come 

Down  from  up  thar, 
Lookin'  for  Jim. 
Thfiuk  ye,  sir!  pou 
Ain't  of  that  crew, — 

Blest  if  you  are! 

Money? — Not  much; 

That  ain't  my  kind; 
I  an't  110  such. 
Bum? — I  don't  mind, 

Seein'  it 's  you. 

Well,  this  yer  Jim, 
Did  you  know  him? — 
Jess  'hout  your  size; 
Same  kind  of  eyes?- — 

Well,  that  is  strange: 
Why,  it  'a  two  year 
Since  he  come  here, 

Sick,  for  a  change. 

Well,  here  's  to  us; 

Eh? 
The  deuce  you  say! 

Dead?— 
That  little  cuss? 

What  makes  yon  star,- 
Yon  over  thar? 
ran't  a  man  droi> 
's  ylawH  in  yer  shoji 
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But  you  must  rar'? 
It  wouldn't  take 
Denied  much  to  break 

You  and  your  bar. 

Dead ! 
Poor — little — Jim ! 
— Why,  there  was  me, 
Jones,  and  Bob  Lee, 
Harry  and  Ben, — 
No-aceount  men : 
Then  to  take  hiin! 

Well,  thar —    Good-bye, — 
No  more,  sir, — I — 

Eh? 
What  -s  that  you  say? — 
Why,  dern  it! — slio! — 
No  ?    Yes !     By  Jo ! 

Sold ! 
Sold!     Why  you  limb, 
You  ornery, 

Derned  old 
Long-legged  Jim! 

BRET    HARTE. 


BANTY    TIM. 

[Remarks  of  Sergeant  Tilinon  Joy  to  the  White  Man's 
Committee  of  Spunky  Point,  Illinois.] 

I  RECKON  I  git  your  drift,  gents — 
You  How  the  boy  sha'n't  stay; 

This  is  a  white  man's  country : 
You  're  Dimocrats,  you  say: 


^ 
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And  whereas,  iind  seein",  and  wherefore, 

The  times  be-in'  all  out  o'  jint, 
The  ni^er  has  got  to  mosey 

From  the  Jiuiits  o'  Spnnky  P'int! 

I^t  'a  reason  the  thing  a  minute; 

I  'm  an  old-fasliioned  Dimocrat,  too, 
Thongh  I  laid  my  politics  out  o'  the  way 

For  to  keep  till  the  war  was  through. 
But  1  come  back  here  allowin' 

To  vote  aa  I  used  to  do, 
Though  it  gt-avels  me  like  the  devil  to  train 

Along  o'  sich  fools  as  yon. 

Now  dog  my  cats  if  I  kin  see 

In  all  the  light  of  the  day, 
What  you  've  got  to  do  with  the  question 

Ef  Tim  shjill  go  or  stay. 
And  finder  than  that  I  give  notice, 

I*;f  one  of  you  tetclios  the  boy, 
He  kin  check  his  trunks  to  a  warmer  clime 

Than  lie '11  find  in  Illanoy. 

Why.  blame  your  hearts,  jist  hear  me! 

You  know  that  ungodly  day 
When  our   left   struck    Vicksburg   Heights,  how 
rijiped 

And  toi'U  and  faltered  we  lay. 
When  (he  rest  reti'cated,  I  stayed  behind. 

Far  reasons  sulficient  to  me, — 
^Vitli  a  rib  caved  in,  and  a  leg  on  a  strike, 

1   siirawlcd  on  that  cursed  glacee. 


id:  lidw  the  hot  san  went  for  iis, 
And  broiled  aud  blislei-ed  and  burned! 


368  HUMOROUS   POEMS. 

How  the  rebel  bullets  whizzed  round  us 
When  a  cuss  in  his  death-grip  turned! 

Till  along  toward  dusk  I  seen  a  thing 
I  couldn't  believe  for  a  spell : 

That  nigger — that  Tim — was  a-crawlin'  to  me 
Through  that  fire-proof,  gilt-edged  hell ! 

The  rel)els  seen  him  as  quick  as  me, 

And  the  bullets  buzzed  like  bees; 
But  he  jumped  for  me,  and  shouldered  me, 

Though  a  shot  bnmght  him  once  to  his  knees; 
But  he  staggered  up,  and  ])a(!ked  me  olT, 

With  a  dozen  stumbles  and  falls. 
Till  safe  in  our  lines  he  drapped  us  both, 

His  black  hide  riddled  with  balls. 

So,  my  gentle  gazelles,  thar  's  my  answer, 

And  here  stars  r>antv  Tim: 
lie  trumj)ed  Death's  ace  for  me  that  day, 

And  I'm  not  goin'  back  on  him! 
You  may  rezoloot  till  the  cows  come  home, 

But  ef  (me  of  vou  tetches  the  bov, 
He'll  wrastle  his  hash  to-night  in  hell. 

Or  my  name's  not  Tilmon  Joy ! 

JOHN    HAY. 


DOW'S    FLAT. 

1856. 

Dow's  Flat.    That 's  its  name. 

And  I  reckon  that  vou 
Are  a  stranger?    The  same? 

Well,  I  thought  it  was  true, 
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For  thar  isn't  a  niaa  on  tlie  river 
the  place  at  first  view. 


It  was  called  after  Dow, — 

Which  the  same  was  an  asa ; 
And  as  to  the  how 

Thet  the  thing  kem  to  pass. — 
Ju8t  tie  up  yonr  hoss  to  that  buckeye,  and  sit  je 
down  here  in  the  grass. 

You  see  this  yer  Bow 

Hed  the  worst  kind  of  luck; 
He  slipped  up  somehow 

On  each  thiog  thet  he  strnck. 

Why,  ef  he  'd  straddled  thet  fence-rail  the  derned 

thing  'ed  get  up  and  buck. 

He  mined  on  the  bar 

Till  he  couldn't  pay  rates; 
Ho  was  Riuashfd  by  a  car 
When  he  tunnelled  with  Bates; 
And  right  on  lop  of  his  trouble  kem  his  wife  and 
five  kids  from  the  States, 


It  was 

rough,- 

-mighty  rough; 

IJiit  1 

he  lioye 

;  they  stood  by, 

And  til. 

■y  lirou] 

2;ht  him  the  stuff 

For  1 

1  lioiise. 

on  the  sly ; 

Ai 

id  tl 

le  old  V 

roman.- 

—well,  she  did  w 

ashing. 

and 

took  on  wl 

'len  no  one  was  n 
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r.iit  till 

H  yer  luck  of  How's 

\^■as 

MO  powerful  mean 
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That  the  spring  near  his  house 
Dried  right  up  on  the  green; 
And  he  sunk  foriv  feet  down  for  water,  but  oarv 
a  drop  to  be  seen. 

Then  tlie  bar  j metered  out. 

And  the  boys  wouldn't  stay ; 
And  tiie  chills  gf»t  about. 

And  his  wife  fell  awav; 

« 

But  Dow.  in  his  well,  kept  a  j>eggin'  in  his  usual 
ridikilous  wav. 

One  day. — it  was  June, — 
And  a  year  ago,  jest, — 
This  Dow  keni  at  noon 
To  his  work  like  the  rest. 
With  a  shovel  and  jnrk  on  his  shoulder,  and  a 
derrinirer  hid  in  his  bi-east. 


'C 


He  goes  to  the  well. 

And  he  stands  on  the  brink, 
And  stops  for  a  sjiell 
Jest  to  listen  and  think: 
For  the  sun  in  his  eyes,  (jest  like  this,  sir  I)  you 
see,  kinder  made  the  cuss  blink. 

nis  two  ragged  gals 

In  the  gulch  were  at  play, 
And  a  gownd  that  was  Sal's 
Kinder  fla]>ped  on  a  bay: 
Xot  much  for  a  man  to  be  leavin\  but  his  all, — 
as  I  've  heer-d  the  folks  say. 

And — that 's  a  i)eart  boss 

Thet  you've  got — ain't  it  now? 
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What  mifiht  be  lier  cost? 

Eh?    Oh;— Well  then,  Dow- 
Let's  see, — well,  that  forty-foot  grave  wasn't  his, 
Bir,  that  day,  anyhow. 

For  a  blow  of  his  pick 

Kortcr  caved  in  the  side, 
And  he  looked  and  tui'ued  aick, 
Then  he  trembled  and  cried. 
For  you  eei'  the  dern  cuas  had  struck — "  Water?  " 
^heg  your  jjarding,  young  man,  there 
yon  lied! 

It  was  gold. — in  the  quartz, 

And  it  ran  all  alike; 
And  I  reckon  five  oughts 

Was  the  worth  of  that  strike; 
And   that   house  with   coopilow's   his'n, — which 
the  same  isn't  bad  for  a  I'ike. 

Thet  's  why  it 's  Dow's  Flat ; 

And  the  thing  of  it  is 
That  he  kinder  sj;ot  that 

Through  sheer  contrairiness: 
For  't  was  iiiiirr  tiie  derned  cuss  was  seekin',  and 
his  luck  made  him  certain  to  miss. 


1 


Thet 's  so.     Thar  "s  your  way 

Ti.  tlK'  left  of  yon  tree; 
lint — a — look  h'ynr,  say, 

\Viiii"t  you  come  up  to  tea? 
Well,  (lien  the  next  time  you  'ro  passin';  am 
ask  after  How,— and  thet 's  mc. 

EKKT    irAETE. 
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THE    SOCIETY    UPON    THE     STANISLAUS. 

I  RESIDE  at  Table  Mountain,   and  my  name  is 

Truthful  James: 
I  am  not  up  to  small  deceit  or  any  sinful  games; 
And  I  ni  tell  in  simple  language  what  I  know 

about  the  row 
That  broke  up  our  Society  upon  the  Stanislow. 

But  first  I  would  remark,  that  't  is  not  a  proper 

plan 
For  any  scientific  gent  to  whale  his  fellow-man; 
And,  if  a  member  don't  agree  with  his  peculiar 

whim. 
To  lay  for  that  same  member  for  to  "  put  a 
head  "  on  him. 

Now,  nothing  could  be  finer,  or  more  beautiful  to 

see. 
Than  the  first  six  months'  proceedings  of  that 
same  society; 
Till  Brown  of  Calaveras  brought  a  lot  of  fossil 

bones 
That  he  found  within  a  tunnel  near  the  tene- 
ment of  Jones. 

Then  Brown  he  read  a  paper,  and  he  reconstructed 
there. 

From  those  same  bones,  an  animal  that  was  ex- 
tremely rare; 
And  eTones  then  asked  the  Chair  for  a  suspen- 
sion of  the  rules. 
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Till  he  t-ould  prove  that  those  same  bones  waa 
one  of  his  lost  nuiles. 

Then  Urowii  he  smiled  n  hitti^r  smile,  ami  saiil  lie 

was  at  fault: 
It  seemed  he    had    beeu    ti'espaasiug   on    Jones's 
faniil.v  vault; 
He  was  a  most  sarcastic  man  this  quiet  Mi". 

Brown, 
And  on  neveral  occasions  he  had  cleaned  out 
the  town. 

Now  3  hold  it  is  not  decent  fov  a  scientiflc  gent 

To  say  another  is  an  ass, — at  least,  to  ail  intent; 

Nor  should  the  individual  who  happens  to  !« 

Eeply  l)_v  lieiiving  rocks  at  him  to  any  great  ex- 
tent. 

Then  Abner  i'can  of  Angel's  raised  a  point  of 

order,  when 
A  chunk  of  old  red  sandstone  took  hlru  in  the 
Hbdomen  ; 
And  he  smiled  a  kind  of  sickly  smile,  and  curled 

upon  the  lloor, 
And  the  wiil)se(]ucnt  jiroceedings  interested  him 
110  more. 

Fur  la  IcKs  linio  than  I  write  it,  every  member  did 
111  a  waifiiic  with  Ihe  remnants  of  a  pala-OKoic 


4 
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And  the  way  they  heaved  those  fossils  in  their 

anger  was  a  sin, 
Till  the  skull  of  an  old  mammoth  caved  the 

head  of  Thompson  in. 

And  this  is  all  I  have  to  say  of  these  improper 

games, 
For  I  live  at  Table  Mountain  and  my  name  is 
Truthful  James, 
And  I  Ve  told  in  simple  language  what  I  know 

about  the  row 
That  broke  up  our  Society  upon  the  Stanislow. 

BRET    HARTE. 


PLAIN  LANGUAGE  FROM  TRUTHFUL 

JAMES. 

POPULARLY    KNOWN    AS    ^^  THE     HEATHEN    CHINEE.^^ 

Which  I  wish  to  remark — 

And  my  language  is  plain — 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark 

And  for  tricks  that  are  vain, 
The  heathen  Chinee  is  peculiar: 

Which  the  same  I  would  rise  to  explain. 

Ah  Sin  was  his  name; 

And  I  shall  not  deny 
In  regard  to  the  same 

What  that  name  might  imply; 
But  his  smile  it  was  pensive  and  childlike, 

As  I  frequent  remarked  to  Bill  Nye. 


BRET  HARTE. 

F'vm  a phelegravurs  aft^r  iht  origiHal  pertra-l  iy  /.  /^tOe. 


^at 
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miscellaneous: 

It  was  August  tbe  third, 
And  quite  soft  was  tlie  ski 

Whioli  it  might  be  inferred 
That  Ah  Siu  was  likewise; 

Yet  lie  plii.ved  it  that  day  u] 
And  me  in  a  -way  I  desjuse. 


Which  we  had  a  small  game, 

And  Ah  Rin  took  a  hand: 
It  was  euchre.    The  same 

He  did  not  understand, 
But  he  smiled,  as  he  sat  l\v  the  table. 

With  the  smile  that  was  cUildlike  and  bland. 

Yet  the  cards  tliey  were  stocked 

In  a  wa_v  that  I  grieve. 
And  my  feelings  were  shocked 

At  the  state  of  Nye'a  sleeve, 
\l'hich  was  stuffed  full  of  aces  and  bowers, 

And  the  same  with  intent  to  deceive. 

But  the  hands  that  were  played 

By  that  heathen  Chinee, 
And  tlic  jioiiits  tiiat  he  made, 

W'eic  ifuite  frigjitful  to  see, — 
Till  at  last  he  put  down  a  right  bower, 

Which  the  same  Nye  had  dealt  unto  me. 

Tlien  I  looked  up  at  Nye, 

And  he  gazed  upon  me; 
And  ho  i-os(^  with  a  sigh. 

And  said,  -Can  this  he? 
We  arc  ruined  by  Chinese  cheap  labor," — 

And  he  went  fin'  that  heathen  Chinee. 
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In  the  scene  that  ensued 

I  did  not  take  a  hand, 
But  the  floor  it  was  sti*ewed, 

Like  the  leaves  on  the  strand, 
With  the  cards  that  Ah  Sin  had  been  hiding 

In  the  game  ''  he  did  not  understand." 

In  his  sleeves,  which  were  long. 

He  had  twenty-four  jacks, — 
Which  wa^  coming  it  strong, 

Yet  I  state  but  the  facts. 
And  we  found  on  his  nails,  which  were  taper,- 

What  is  frequent  in  tapers, — that 's  w^ax. 

Which  is  why  I  remark, 

And  my  language  is  plain. 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark, 

And  for  tricks  that  are  vain, 
The  heathen  Chinee  is  peculiar, — 

Which  the  same  I  am  free  to  maintain. 

BKET    HARTE. 


A    PLANTATION    DITTY. 

De  gray  owl  sing  fum  de  chimbly  top: 

"  Who — who — is — you-oo?  " 
En  I  say:    "Good  Lawd,  hit's  des  po'  me, 
En  I  ain't  quite  ready  fer  de  Jasper  Sea; 
I  'm  po'  en  sinful,  en  you  'lowed  I  'd  be; 

Oh,  wait,  good  Lawd,  'twell  ter-morror!" 

De  gray  owl  sing  fum  de  cypress  tree: 
''  Who — who — is — vou-oo?  " 


Al  ISC  ELLA  NEOVS. 

^^^a^^^^^B 

En  I  any :  "  Good  Lawd,  ef  yon  look 

you'll  sec                           1 

Hit  ain't  noboiJ.y  but  des  po'  me. 

^^J 

En  I  like  ter  stay  'twell  my  time  is 

^^^1 

Oh,  wait,  good  Lawd,  'twell  ter-niorror !  "                   ^^^H 

l-BASK    LEUBl 

f    BT.OTTON.                       ^^^ 

UK    FUST    HAXJO. 

Go    Viiy,    fiddle!   folts   is   tircil   o' 

heariu'   you 

a -squawk  in'. 

Keep  silence  fur  yo'  letters !— don't 

you  hear  de 

banjo  talkin'? 

About  de  'possum's . tail  she's  gwine  to  lecter —                      | 

ladies,  listen!— 

About  de  ha'r  whut  isn't  diir.  no'  w 

hy  de  ha'r  is 

missin': 

J 

"  Dar's    gwine    to    lie    a'    oberllow," 

said    Soali,                    1 

lookin'  solemn— 

1 

Fur  Noiil]  tuk  the  "  Hei-iild,"  an'  he  read  de  ribber 

column — 

Ah"  so  he  sot  his  hands  to  wuk  a-cl'arin'  timber- 

patd.es, 
An'  lowed  lie  's  gwine  to  build  a  boat  to  beat  the 

slcaniab  Xatcbra. 

or  Xwih  kp|i'  a-nailin'  an'  a-cliippin'  an'  a-sawin'; 
An'  all   de  wicked  neighbors  keji'  a-laughin'  an' 

a-|)Hliawin'; 
liiit   Xoali   didn't   niin'   'em,  knowin'   wbut  wuz 

i;wiiie   to  lia|iiieii; 
An'  I'tirty  days  an'  forty  nif;lits  de  rain  it  kep' 

a-drappin". 
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Now,  Noah  had  done  cotched  a  lot  ob  ebrj  sort  o' 

beas'es — 
Ob  all  de  shows  a-trabbelin',  it  beat  'em  all  to 

pieces ! 
He  had  a  Morgan  colt  an'  sebral  head  o'  Jarsey 

cattle — 
An'  druv  'em  'board  de  Ark  as  soon  's  he  heered 

de  thunder  rattle. 

Den  sech  anoder  fall  ob  rain! — it  come  so  awful 

hebby, 
De  ribber  riz  immejitly,  an'  busted  troo  de  lebbee; 
De  people  all  wuz  drowned  out — 'cep'  Noah  an' 

de  critters, 
An'  men  he  'd  hired  to  work  de  boat — an'  one  to 

mix  de  bitters. 

De  Ark  she  kep'  a-sailin'  an'  a-sailin'  an^  a-sailin'; 
De  lion  got  his  dander  up,  an'  like  to  bruk  de 

palin'; 
De  sarpints  hissed ;  de  painters  3'elled ;  tell,  whut 

wid  all  de  fussin', 
You  c'u'dn't  hardly  heah  de  mate  a-bossin'  'roun' 

an'  cussin\ 

Now  Ham,  de  onl}^  nigger  whut  wuz  runnin'  on  de 

packet, 
Got  lonesome  in  de  barber-shop,  an'  c'u'dn't  stan' 

de  racket; 
An'  so,  fur  to  amuse  he-se'f,  he  steamed  some  wood 

an'  bent  it, 
An'  soon  he  had  a  banjo  made — de  fust  dat  wuz 

invented. 


MISCELLANEOUS.                    379             ^^ 

He  wet  de  ledder,  etretched  it  ou;  made  bridge 

an'  screws  an'  aprin ; 
An'  titted  in  a  jjroper  neck— 't  wuz  berry  long 

an'  tap'i-iu"; 
He  tuk  sonii.'  tin  an'  twisted  him  a  Ihinible  fur  to 

ring  it; 

An'  den  de  miglit.v  question  riz :  bow  wuz  he  g\viue 
to  string  it? 

De   'possum    had   as    fine   a    tail    as  die  dat  r  's 

a-singin" ; 

De  ha'ra  so  lontr  an'  thick  an'  strong, — dea  fit  fur 

banjo-stringin"; 
Dat  ni^er  shaved  'em  off  as  short  as  washday- 

diuner  firaces; 
An'  sorted  olj  'fm  by  de  size,  f'om  little  E's  to 

basses. 

He  strung  her,  tuned  her,  struck  a  jig, —  'twuz 

'■  Jvebber  niin'  de  wedder," — 
She   soun'   like   forty-Iebben   bands   a-playin'  all 

tofiedder ; 
Some  went   to   pattiu';   some   to   dancin':   Noah 

called  cle  figgoi's; 
An'  Ham  he  sot  an'  knocked  de  tune,  de  happiest 

ob  niggers! 


Xow,  scnt'O  dat  time — it's  mighty  strange — der's 

not  do  slij;ht('s'  showin' 
(III  any  ha'r  al  all  ujion  de  'possum's  tail  a-grow- 
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An'  curias,  too,  dat  nigger's  ways :  his  people  neb- 

ber  los'  'em — 
Fur  whar  you  finds  de  nigger — dar's  de  banjo  an' 

an'  de  'possum! 

IRWIN   RUSSELL. 


PERILS    OF    THINKING. 

A  CENTIPEDE  was  happy  quite, 

Until  a  frog  in  fun 
Said,  "Pray,  which  leg  comes  after  which?" 
This  raised  her  mind  to  such  a  pitch. 
She  lay  distracted  in  the  ditch 

Considering  how  to  run. 

ANONYMOUS. 


NEBUCHADNEZZAR. 

You^  Nebuchadnezzah,  whoa,  sah ! 
Whar  is  you  tryin'  to  go,  sah? 
I  'd  hab  you  fur  to  know,  sah, 
I 's  a-holdin'  ob  de  lines. 
You  better  stop  dat  prancin', 
You  's  paw'ful  fond  ob  dancin', 
But  I  '11  bet  my  yeah's  advancin' 
Dat  I  '11  cure  you  ob  yo'  shines. 

Look  heah,  mule!    Better  min'  out; 
Fus'  t'ing  you  know  you'  11  fin'  out 
How  quick  I  '11  wear  dis  line  out 
On  your  ugly,  stubbo'n  back. 
You  needn't  try  to  steal  up; 
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An'  lif  diit  precious  heel  u|i; 
You  'b  got  to  plough  dis  fiel'  up, 
You  bag,  sah,  fur  a  fac'. 

Dar,  dat  'a  de  way  to  do  it ; 
Hp  's  t'omin'  riglit  down  to  it ; 
JPB  watch  him  ploughin'  troo  it! 
Dis  nigger  ain't  no  fool. 
Some  folkB  doy  would  'a'  beat  him 
Now,  dat  would  only  heat  him — 
I  know  just  how  to  treat  him: 
You  mus'  reason  wid  a  mule. 

He  niinda  me  like  a  nigger, 
If  he  wuz  only  bigger 
lie  'd  fotch  a  mighty  figger, 
He  would,  I  tell  you !    Yes,  aah ! 
See  how  he  keeps  a-dickin'! 
He's  as  gentle  as  a  chicken, 
And  nebber  thinks  o'  kitkin' — 
Whoa  dar!    Xcbitchadnci:zah! 

Ts  this  heiih  me,  or  not  me? 
Or  is  (le  debbil  got  me? 
Wii:^  dat  a  cannon  shot  me? 
Hab  I  laid  heah  more  'n  a  week? 
Dat  mule  do  kick  aniazin'! 
1h'  lieant  was  sp'iled  in  raisin'; 
lint   now   I   spect  he's  grazin' 
On  de  Oder  side  de  creek. 
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A   LIFE'S    LOVE. 

I  LOVED  him  in  inj  dawning  j^ears — 

Far  years,  divinely  dim; 
My  blithest  smiles,  my  saddest  tears, 

Were  evermore  for  him. 
My  dreaming  when  the  day  began, 

The  latest  thought  I  had. 
Was  still  some  little  loving  plan 

To  make  my  darling  glad. 

They  deemed  he  lacked  the  conquering  wiles. 

That  other  children  wear; 
To  me  his  face,  in  frowns  or  smiles, 

Was  never  aught  but  fair. 
They  said  that  self  was  all  his  goal. 

He  knew  no  thought  beyond ; 
To  me,  I  know,  no  living  soul 

Was  half  so  true  and  fond. 

In  love's  eclipse,  in  friendship's  dearth. 

In  grief  and  feud  and  bale, 
My  heart  has  learnt  the  sacred  worth 

Of  one  that  cannot  fail ; 
And  come  what  must,  and  come  what  may. 

Nor  power,  nor  praise,  nor  pelf. 
Shall  lure  my  faith  from  thee  to  straj^ 

My  sweet,  my  own — Myself, 

ANONYMOUS. 


MIUCELLAJ^EOVS. 


DARWIN. 


There  wiis  an  ape  io  the  days  that  were  earlier; 
CentuPies  passed,  and  his  hair  grew  curlier; 
Centuries  more  gave  a  thumb  to  his  wrist, 
Then  he  was  a  Man  and  a  Positivist. 

MORTIMER  COLLINS. 


ODE    FOE    A    SOCIAL    MEETING. 

WITH      SLIGHT     ALTERATIONS     BY     A     TEETOTALLEIl. 

Come!    fill  u  fresh  bumper, — for  why  should  we 
go 

Illg.VOO.l 

While  liip  DPL'tnp  still  reddens  onr  cups  fis  they 


Pour  out  file  rioli  juieco  still  bright  with  the  sun. 

Till  o'er  the  brimmoil  crystal  the  pubioe  shall  run. 

The  liuiple  jjlubi'd   cluutora    their   life-dews   have 
bled ; 

Row  sweet  is  the  breath  of  the  fpngrnnoo  thoy 

For  siiiiiiiier's  im't  Fonw  lie  hid  in  the  w4b«B 

That    wore    garnered   by   mnideno   who    laughcd- 
tlipougli  tbo-t^inoB. 
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scowl  howl  scoff  sneer 

Then  a  Ginilo^  and  a  gluee^  and  a  toaaty  and  a  -efeeej^y 

stryelmine  and  whiskey,  and  ratsbane  and  beer 

For  all  tho  good  \vmo^  p.nd  wo  'vg  oomc  of  it  h&D^\ 
In  cellar,  in  pantry,  in  attic,  in  hall, 

Down,  down  with  the  tyrant  that  masters  us  all  I 

Long  livo  tho  gay  oopvant  that  laugha  for  uo  all ! 

OLIVER   WENDELL    HOLMES. 


HOLLOW    HOSPITALITY. 

FROM    ^^  satires/'   BOOK    III.    SAT.   3. 

The  courteous  citizen  bade  me  to  his  feast 

With  hollow  words,  and  overly*  I'equest: 

"  Come,  will  ve  dine  with  me  this  holiday?" 

I  yielded,  though  he  hoi)ed  I  would  say  nay: 

For  I  had  maidened  it,  as  many  use; 

Loath  for  to  grant,  but  loather  to  refuse. 

*'  Alack,  sir,  1  were  loath — another  day, — 

I   should  but  trouble  you; — pardon   me,  if  you 

may.-' 
No  pardon  should  I  need;- for,  to  depart 
He  giyes  me  leave,  and  thanks  too,  in  his  heart. 
Two  words  for  monev,  Darbvshirian  wise: 
(That 's  one  too  many)  is  a  naughty  guise. 
Who  looks  for  double  biddings  to  a  feast, 
^[ay  dine  at  home  for  an  importune  guest. 
I  went,  then  saw,  and  found  the  great  expense; 
The  face  and  fashions  of  our  citizens. 
Oh,  Cleopatrical  I    what  wanteth  there 
For  curious  cost,  and  wondrous  choice  of  cheer? 
Beef,  that  erst  Hercules  held  for  finest  fare; 

*  Superficial. 


Nv.h 
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Pork,  for  the  fat  Bcuolian,  or  the  hare 
For  Martial ;  fish  for  the  VeaptiaBj 
Goose-liver  for  the  lii-oruus  Eoman; 
Th*  Athenian'B  goat;  quail,  lofaua^  cheer; 
The  hen  for  Esi'ulape,  and  the  Parthian  deer; 
Grapes  for  Arcesilaa,  fif^s  for  Pluto's  ujoutli, 
And  chestnuts  fair  for  Amarillia'  tooth. 
Hadst  thou  Huch  cliecr?  wert  thou  ever  thei-e  be- 
fore? 
Never, — I  tliouglit  so:  nor  come  there  do  more. 
Tome  there  no  more;  for  bo  meant  all  that  cost: 
Xever  hence  take  nip  for  thy  second  host. 
For  whom  lie  means  to  make  an  often  [fuest. 
One  dish  shall  serve;  and  welcome  make  the  rest. 


A   RECIPE. 

ROASTED     SCCKING-Pia. 

Air. — ■■  Scota  wha  liae." 
Cooks  who'd  roast  a  sucking-pig, 
Purchase  one  not  over  big; 
Coarse  (men  aii'  not  worth  a  flg; 

So  a  voung  one  buy. 
See  that  he  is  scalded  well 
(That  is  diinc  by  those  who  sell, 
Tliert'fore  on  that  point  to  dwell 

AVei-e  absurdity). 
Wage  and  bivad,  mix  just  ennugb, 
SaH  and  pp|ip('r  iiiiautiiiii  ■■^nff., 
Anil  llic  Ilia's  interior  stnir. 

AVith  the  whole  combined. 


J 
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To  a  fire  that 's  rather  high, 
Lay  it  till  completely  dry; 
Then  to  every  part  apply 

Clotji,  with  butter  lined. 

Dredge  with  flour  o'er  and  o'er, 
Till  the  i)ig  will  hold  no  more; 
Then  do  nothing  else  before 

'T  is  for  serving  fit. 
Then  scrape  off  the  flour  with  care; 
Then  a  buttered  cloth  pi'ei)are; 
Kub  it  well ;  then  cut — not  tear — 

Off  the  head  of  it. 

Then  take  out  and  mix  the  brains 
With  the  gravy  it  ccmtains; 
While  it  on  the  si)it  remains, 

Cut  the  pig  in  two. 
Choj)  the  sage  and  chop  the  bread 
Fine  as  very  finest  shred; 
O'er  it  melted  butter  si)read, — 

Stinginess  won't  do. 

When  it  in  the  dish  appears. 
Garnish  with  the  jaws  and  ears; 
And  when  dinner-hour  nears, 

Keady  let  it  be. 
Who  can  off'er  such  a  dish 
May  dispense  with  fowl  and  fish; 
And  if  he  a  guest  should  wish. 

Let  him  send  for  me  I 

punch's  Poetical  Cookery  Book, 
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A    RECIPE    FOB    SALAD. 


To  make  tliis  coDdiment  jour  poet  bege 
The  pounded  yellow  of  two  Hard  boiled  eggs; 

(Two    boiled    potatoes,    passed    tbrougli    kitchen 

SmootbneiiB  and  softnese  to  the  salad  give ; 

Let  ooion  atomn  lurk  within  the  bowl, 

And,  half  suspected,  animate  the  whole; 

Of  mordant  niustiird  add  a  single  spoon. 

Distrust  the  condiment  that  biles  eo  soon; 

But  deem  it  not,  thou  man  of  herbs,  a  fault 

To  add  a  double  quautitv  of  salt; 

Four  times  the  spoon  with  oil  from  Lncca  crown, 

And  twite  with  vinegar,  procured  from  town; 

And  lastly,  o'er  the  flavored  conijionnd  toss 

A  magic  soupgon  of  anchovy  sance. 

O  gieeu  and  glorious!     O  herbaceous  treat! 

'T would  tempt  the  dying  anchorite  to  eat; 

Back  to  ihe  world  he'd  turn  his  Heeting  soul, 

And  plunge  his  fingers  in  the  salad-bowl; 

Serenely  full,  the  epicure  would  say, 

'■  Fate  cannot  harm  nie,^I  have  dined  to-day." 

SYDNEY    SMITH. 


ODE  TO  TOBACCO. 

Tiion  who,  when  fears  attack, 
Bid'st  them  avaunt,  and  Black 
Cai'o,  at  the  horseman's  back 

IVrching,  unseatest; 
Sweet  when  the  iiioi'ii  is  gray; 
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Sweet,  when  they  We  cleared  away 
Lunch ;  and  at  close  of  day 
Possibly  sweetest: 

T  have  a  liking  old 

For  thee,  though  manifold 

Stories,  I  know,  are  told, 

Not  to  thy  credit; 
How  one  (or  two  at  most) 
Drops  make  a  cat  a  ghost — 
Useless,  except  to  roast — 

Doctors  have  said  it: 

How  they  who  use  fusees 
All  grow  by  slow  degrees 
Brainless  as  chimpanzees, 

Meagre  as  lizards; 
Go  mad,  and  beat  their  wives; 
Plunge    (after  shocking  lives) 
Razors  and  carving-knives 

Into  their  gizzards. 

Confound  such  knavish  tricks! 
Yet  know  I  five  or  six 
Smokers  who  freely  mix 

Still   with  their  neighbors; 
Jones — (who,  I'm  glad  to  say. 
Asked  leave  of  Mrs.  J.)  — 
Daily  absorbs  a  clay 

After  his  labors. 

Cats  may  have  had  their  goose 
Cooked  by  tobacco-juice; 
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Still  wby  den,y  its  use 

Tlioiightfullj  -taken? 
We  're  not  aa  tabbies  are : 
Smith,  take  a  fresh  cigar! 
Jones,  the  tobacco-jar! 

Here  'a   to   thee,    Bacon ! 

ClIAELEa    S.    CALTEKLEV. 


A    FAREWELL    TO    TOBACCO. 

May  the  Babylonish  curse 
Straight  I'onfound  my  stammering  verse, 
If  I  can  a  passage  see 
In  this  ivordper]jlexity, 
Or  a  fit  exiireasiou  find, 
Or  a  language  to  my  mind 
(Still  the  phrase  is  wide  or  scant), 
To  take  leave  of  theo,  uheat  plant! 
Or  iu  any  terms  relate 
Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate; 
For  I  liaie,  yet  love,  thee  so, 
That,  wliivlii'ver  thing  I  show, 
The  plain  truth  will  seem  to  be 
A  coustniined  hyperbole, 
And  tiie  ])assion  to  proceed 
Jloi-e  from  a  mistress  than  a  weed. 


Sooty  I'eiaiiier  to  the  vine! 
J!af-<'hiis'  black  servant,  uegi'o  fine! 
Si.i'cei'ci-:  that  mak'st  us  (!ote  upon 
Thy  begrimed  complexion. 
And,  for  thy  iiernicious  sake, 
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More  and  greater  oaths  to  break 

Than  reclaimed  lovers  take 

'(jlaiust  womeu !    Thou  thy  siege  dost  lay 

Much,  too,  in  the  female  way. 

While  thou  suck'st  the  laboring  breath 

Faster  than  kisses,  or  than  death. 

Thou  in  such  a  cloud  dost  bind  us 
That  our  worst  foes  cannot  find  us. 
And  ill  fortune,  that  would  thwart  us, 
Shoots  at  rovers,  shooting  at  us; 
While  each  man,  through  thy  heightening  steam, 
Does  like  a  smoking  Etna  seem; 
And  all  about  us  does  express 
(Fancy  and  wit  in  richest  dress) 
A  Sicilian  fruitfulness. 

Thou  through  such  a  mist  dost  show  us 
That  our  best  friends  do  not  know  us, 
And,  for  those  allowM  features 
Due  to  reasonable  creatures, 
Liken'st  us  to  fell  chimeras, 
Monsters, — that  who  see  us,  fear  us; 
Worse  than  Cerberus  or  Geryon, 
Or,  who  first  loved  a  cloud,  Ixion. 

Bacchus  we  know,  and  we  allow 
His  tipsy  rites.    But  what  art  thou, 
That  but  by  reflex  canst  show 
What  his  deity  can  do, — 
As  the  false  Egyptian  spell 
Aped  the  true  Hebrew  miracle? 
Some  few  vapors  thou  mayst  raise 
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The  weak  brain  may  serve  to  amaze; 
But  to  the  reins  and  nobler  heart 
Canst  nor  life  nor  heat  impart. 

Brother  of  Bacchus,  later  born! 
The  old  world  was  snre  forlorn, 
Wanting  thee,  that  aidest  more 
The  god's  victories  than,  before, 
All  his  panthers,  and  the  brawls 
Of  his  piping  Bacchanals. 
These,  as  stale,  we  disallow, 
Or  judge  of  tbee  meant :  only  thon 
Hia  true  Indian  conquest  art; 
And.  for  ivy  round  his  dart. 
The  reformfed  god  now  weaves 
A  liner  thyrsus  of  thy  leaves. 

Scent  to  niateh  thy  rich  perfume 
Chemic  art  did  ne'er  presume. 
Through  her  (juaiut  alembic  strain, 
None  so  sovereign  to  the  brain. 
Natui'e,  that  did  in  thee  excel, 
Framed  again  no  second  smell. 
Roses,  violets,  but  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys, 
Or  for  greener  damsels  meant; 
Tbon  art  the  only  manly  scent. 

Ktinkingest  of  the  stinking  kind! 
Filth  of  the  mouth  and  fog  of  the  mind! 
Africa,  tliat  brags  lior  foison, 
Jtrceds  no  such  prodigious  ])oison! 
Ilenbaiic,  nightshade,  both  together, 
Hemlock,  aconite — 
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Nay  rather, 
Plant  divine,  of  rarest  virtue; 
Blisters  on  the  tongue  would  hurt  you ! 
•  T  was  but  in  a  sort  1  blamed  thee ; 
None  e^er  prospered  who  defamed  thee; 
Irony  all,  and  feigned  abuse, 
Such  as  perplexed  lovers  use 
At  a  need,  when,  in  despair 
To  i)aint  forth  their  fairest  fair, 
Or  in  j)art  but  to  express 
That  exceeding  comeliness 
Which  their  fancies  doth  so  strike. 
They  borrow  language  of  dislike; 
And,  instead  of  dearest  Miss, 
Jewel,  honey,  sweetheart,  bliss. 
And  those  forms  of  old  admiring. 
Call  her  cockatrice  and  siren. 
Basilisk,  and  all  that 's  evil. 
Witch,  hyena,  mermaid,  devil, 
Kthioi),  wench,  and  blackamoor, 
Monkey,  ape,  and  twenty  more; 
Friendly  traitress,  loving  foe, — 
Not  that  she  is  truly  so. 
But  no  other  way  they  know, 
A  contentment  to  express 
Borders  so  upon  excess 
That  they  do  not  rightly  wot 
Whether  it  be  from  pain  or  not. 

Or,  as  men,  constrained  to  part 
With  what 's  nearest  to  their  heart, 
While  their  sorrow  's  at  the  height 
Lose  discrimination  quite. 
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And  their  basty  wrath  let  fall, 
To  appease  their  frantic  gall, 
On  the  daHing  thing,  whatever, 
Wheme  they  feel  it  death  to  sever, 
Though  it  he,  as  they,  perforce, 
Guiltleea  of  the  sad  divorce. 

For  I  mnst  (nor  let  it  grieve  thee, 
Friendliest  of  plants,  that  I  must)  leave 

thee. 
Would  do  anything  but  die, 
And  but  seek  to  extend  my  days 
Long  enough  to  sing  thy  praise. 
But,  as  she  who  once  hath  been 
A  king's  consort  is  a  queen 
Ever  after,  nor  will  hate 
Any  tittle  of  her  state 
Though  a  widow,  or  divorced, 
So  I,  fi-oni  thy  con*'ei'se  forced. 
The  old  name  and  style  retain, 
A  right  Katherine  of  Spain; 
And  a  seat,  too.  'iiiongst  the  joys 
Of  (he  hlest  Tobacco  Boya; 
Whei-e,  though  I,  by  sour  plijsician, 
Am  dpbarred  tlie  full  fruition 
()f  Iby  favors.  I  may  catch 
Sonic  collateral  sweets,  and  snatch 
Sidelong  odors,  that  give  life 
Like  gliinccs  from  a  neighbor's  wife; 
And  slill  live  in  the  by -places 
And  the  sni.nibs  i>f  thy  graces; 
And  in  lliy  borders  take  delight, 
An  uncoiiipiei-ed  Canaanitc. 

rUARI.ES    I.AMB. 
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TOO    GREAT   A    SACRIFICE. 

The  maid,  as  by  the  papers  doth  appear, 

Whom  fifty  thousand  dollars  made  so  dear, 

To  test  Lothario's  passion,  simply  said : 

^*  Forego  the  weed  before  we  go  to  wed. 

For  smoke  take  flame;  I  '11  be  that  flame's  bright 

fanner : 
To  have  your  Anna,  give  up  your  Havana." 
But  he,  when  thus  she  brought  him  to  the  scratch, 
Lit  his  cigar  and  threw  away  his  match. 

ANONYMOUS. 


FROM    "LOVE    SONNETS    OF    A   HOOD- 
LUM." 

PROLOGUE. 

WouLDN^T  it  jar  you,  wouldn't  it  make  you  sore 
To  see  the  poet,  when  the  goods  play  out, 
Crawl  off  of  poor  old  Pegasus  and  tout 
His  skate  to  two-step  sonnets  off  galore? 
Then,  when  the  plug,  a  dead  one,  can  no  more 
Shake  ragtime  than  a  biscuit,  right  about 
The  poem-butcher  turns  with  gleeful  shout 
And  sends  a  batch  of  sonnets  to  the  store. 

The  sonnet  is  a  very  easy  mark^ 
A  James  P.  Dandy  as  a  carry-all 
For  brain-fag  wrecks  who  want  to  keep  it  dark 
Just  why  their  crop  of  thinks  is  running  smalL 
On  the  low  down,  dear  Mame,  my  looty  loo. 
That 's  why  I  've  cooked  this  batch  of  rhymes  for 
you. 
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EPILOGUE. 

To  JQBt  one  girl  I  've  tiu'ned  my  sad  bazoo, 
Stringing  in.v  pipe-dreaiu  off  as  it  occurred, 
And  as  I  've  tipped  tlie  straight  talk  every  word, 
If  jon  don't  like  it  you  know  what  to  do. 
Perhapu  you  think  I  've  haudfd  out  to  you 
An  idle  jeat,  a  touch-me-not,  absurd 
As  any  sky-blue-pink  canary  bird, 
Billed  for  a  record  season  at  the  Zoo, 

If  that's  your  guesa  you'll  have  to  guess  again. 

For  thus  I  fizzled  in  a  burst  of  glor\\ 

And  this  rhythinatic  side-show  doth  contain 

The  sum  and  substance  of  my  hard-luck  story. 

Showing  how  Vanity  is  still  on  deck 

And  Humble  Virtue  gets  it  in  the  neck. 

WAI.LACE    IRWIN. 


A    SADDEKED    TEA31P. 

"  Now  unto  yonder  wood-pile  go, 

Where  toil  till  I  return; 
And  fi'cl  liow  proud  a  thing  it  Is 

A  livelihood  to  earn." 
A  saddened  look  came  o'er  the  tramp ; 

lie  seemed  like  one  bereft. 
He  stowed  away  the  victuals  cold, 

He — saw  the  wood,  and  left. 

ANONYMOUS. 


III. 

PARODIES:  IMITATIONS. 


THE    MODERN    nOUSE    THAT    JACK 

BUILT. 

Behold  the  mansion  roared  by  daedal  Jack. 

See  the  malt,  stored  in  many  a  plethoric  sack, 
In  the  proud  cirque  of  Ivan's  bivouac. 

^lark  how  the  rat's  felonious  fangs  invade 
The  golden  stores  in  John^s  pavilion  laid. 

Anon,  with  velvet  foot  and  Tarquin  strides, 
Subtle  grimalkin  to  his  quarry  glides, — 
(irimalkin  grim,  that  slew  the  fierce  rodent 
Whose  tooth   insidious  Johann's  sackcloth  rent. 

Lo !  now  the  deep-mouthed  canine  foe's  assault. 
That  vexed  the  avenger  of  the  stolen  malt; 
Stored  in  the  hallowed  precincts  of  the  hall 
That  rose  comi)lete  at  Jack's  creative  call. 

Here  stalks  the  impetuous  cow,  with  the  crumpled 

horn. 

Whereon  the  exacerbating  hound  was  torn, 
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Who  baj(?(I  tLe  feline  slaughter-beast,  tliat  slew 
The  rat  predaceous,  whose  keen  fangs  ran  through 
The  textile  flbves  that  involred  the  grain 
That  lay  in  Hans'  inviolate  domain. 

Here  walks  forlorn  the  damsel  crowned  with  rui>, 
Lactiferoua  epoila  from  vaccine  dugs  who  drew, 
Of  that  oorniculate  beast  whose  tortuous  horn 
Tossed  to  the  clouds,  in  fierce  vindictive  scorn, 
The  harrowing  hound,  whose  braggart  bark  and 

stir 
Arched  the  lithe  spine  and  reared  the  indignant 

fnr 
Of  puss,  that  with  vorminicidal  claw 
Struck  the  weird  rat,  in  whose  insatiate  i 
Lay  reeking  malt,  that  erst  in  Ivan's  courts  i 


Bobed  in  senescent  garb,  that  seemed,  in  sooth, 
Too  long  a  prey  to  Chronos'  iron  tooth, 
Behold  the  man  whose  amorous  lips  incline, 
Full  with  young  Eros'  osculative  sign, 
To  the  liirn  maiden,  whose  lac-albic  hands 
Drew  albu-hictic  wealth  from  lacteal  glands 
Of  the  iiiLiitortal  bovine,  by  whose  honi, 
Distort,  to  realm  ethereal  was  borne 
The  licast  i-atulean,  vexer  of  that  sly 
rivssi'M  quadrupedal  who  made  die 
The  i.ld  mordacious  rat.  that  dared  devour 
Autccedaueous  ale  in  John's  domestic  bower. 

I.o!  Iici'o,  with  hirsute  honors  doffed,  .succinct 
Of  saiKinaccous  locks,  tlio  priest  who  linked 
In  ll.Miicu's  golden  bands  the  torn  unthrift, 
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Whose  moans  exiguous  stared  from  many  a  rift, 
Even  as  he  kissed  the  virgin  all  forlorn, 
Who  milked  the  cow  with  the  implicated  horn, 
Who  in  fine  wrath  the  canine  torturer  skied. 
That  dared  to  vex  the  insidious  muricide, 
Who  let  auroral  effluence  through  the  pelt 
Of  the  sly  rat  that  robbed  the  palace  Jack  had 
built. 

The  loud  cantankerous  Shanghai  conies  at  last, 
Whose  shouts  aroused  the  shorn  ecclesiast. 
Who  sealed  the  vows  of  Hymen's  sacrament 
To  him  who,  robed  in  garments  indigent, 
Exosculates  the  damsel  lachrymose. 
The  emulgator  of  that  horned  brute  morose 
That  tossed  the  dog  that  worried  the  cat  that 

kilt 
The  rat  that  ate  the  malt  that  lay  in  the  house 

that  Jack  built. 

ANONYMOUS. 


THE    FRIEND    OF    HUMANITY    AND 
THE    KNIFE-GRINDER.* 

FRIEND   OF    HUMANITY. 

Needy  knife-grinder!  whither  are  you  going? 
Rough  is  the  road ;  your  wheel  is  out  of  order. 
Bleak  blows  the  blast; — your  hat  has  got  a  hole 

in't; 
So  have  your  breeches! 

*  A  burlesque  upon  the  humanitarian  sentiments  of 
Soutliey  in  liis  younger  days,  as  well  as  of  the  Sapphic 
stanzas  in  which  lie  sometimes  embodied  them. 
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Weary  kuife-ffrinder!  little  think  tlie  prond  ones, 
Who  in  tlieir  coaches  roll  along  the  ttirnplke- 
Boad,  what  hard  work  't  is  crying  all  day. 
"  Knives  and 
Scissors  to  grind  O!  " 

Tell  me,  knife-grinder,  Low  came  you   to  grind 

knives? 
Did  some  rich  inan  tyrannically  use  you? 
Was  it  the  squire?  or  parsou  of  thu  parish? 
Or  the  attorney? 

Was  it  the  squire  for  killing  of  his  game?  or 
Covetous  pai-Hon  for  his  tithes  distraining? 
Or  roguish  lawyer  made  you  lose  your  little 
All  in  a  lawsuit? 

(Have  you  not  read  the  Rights  of  5Ian,  hy  Tom 

Drops  of  rompassiou  tremble  on  my  eyelids, 
Ready  to  l';(ll  ;is  soon  as  you  have  told  your 
I'itiful  story. 

K.VIFE-CRIXDER, 

Sloryl    Hod  hi  ess  yon  I    I  have  none  to  tell,  sir; 
Only,  last  uiglit.  a-drinking  at  the  Chequers, 
This  poor  old  hat  and  bi-eeches,  as  you  see,  were 
Torn  in  a  scuffle. 


es  came  lip  for  to  take  nie  into 
;  lliey  look  iiie  hefore  the  justice; 

)ldtiii\on  put  nie  into  the  parish 
Slocks  for  a  vagrant. 
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T  should  be  glad  to  driuk  your  honor's  health  in 
A  pot  of  boer,  if  you  will  give  nie  sixpence; 
But  for  my  part,  I  never  love  to  meddle 
With  polities,  sir. 

FKIKNI)     OF     HUMANITY. 

I   give  thee  six})ence!    I   will   see  thee  damned 

first, — 
Wretch !  whom  no  sense  of  wrongs  can  rouse  to 

vengeance, — 
Sordid,  unfeeling,  reprobate,  degraded, 
Spiritless  outcast! 

(Kicks  the  Icnifc-grlndcr,  overturns  his  wheel,  and 
exit  in  a  transport  of  repuhliean  enthusiasm 
and  universal  philanthropy,) 

GEORGE    CAXXIXG. 


DEIIORAH    LEE.» 

'T  IS  a  dozen  or  so  of  years  ago, 
Somewhere  in  the  West  countree. 

That  a  nice  girl  lived,  as  ye  Hoosiers  know 
By  the  name  of  Deborah  Lee; 

Her  sister  was  loved  by  Edgar  Poe, 
But  Deborah  by  me. 

Now  I  was  green,  and  she  was  green, 
As  a  summer's  squash  might  be; 

And  we  loved  as  warmly  as  other  folks, — 
I  and  my  Deborah  Lee, — 

*  See  Poe's  "  Annabel  Lee,"  Volume  III.  p.  313. 
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With  a  love  that  tlie  Ias9<?8  of  HoosicTdom 
Coveted  her  and  me. 


But  Bomehovv  it  hajipeued  a  long  tii 

In  the  aguish  West  countrep, 
Tliat  chill  March  morning  gave  tlie  shakes 

To  my  beautiful  Deborah  I-ee; 
And  the  grim  eteam-doctor  {drat  him!)  came, 

And  bore  ber  away  from  me, — 
The  doctor  and  death,  old  partnors  thpy, — 

In  the  afiuish  West  countree. 

The  angels  wanted  her  in  heaven 

(But  the.v  never  a^ked  for  me), 
And  that  is  Hit-  it-asun.  I  rather  gueas, 

In  the  aguish  West  t-iuintree. 
That  the  cold  March  wind,  and  the  doctor,  and 
death, 

Took  oir  my  Deborah  l^e— 

My  hcautiful  I>chorah  Lee— 
Vvmn  ihe  warm  sunshine  and  the  opening  flowers, 

And  hoie  !i;'r  awav  fi-oui  me. 


Oui'  love  was  aw  strong  as  a  six-Jiorse  team, 

Or  1!ii'  love  of  folks  older  than  we, 

Or  ]possihly  wiwei-  than  we;      , 
Hut  death,  with  the  aid  of  doctor  and  steam. 

Was  railier  to<)  many  for  me: 
He  .h.sed  ihc  jiceiiers  and  silenced  the  breath 

(If  uiy  swccl heart   Dchovab   Lee. 
And  her  fi.mi  lii's  cold  in  ilie  prairie  mold, 

Silcnl   and  cold,— ah  me! 
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The  foot  of  the  hunter  shall  press  her  grave, 

And  the  prairie's  sweet  wild  flowers 
In  their  odorous  beauty  around  it  wave 

Through  all  the  sunny  hours, — 

The  still,  bright  summer  hours; 
And  the  birds  shall  sing  in  the  tufted  grass 

And  the  nectar-laden  bee, 
With  his  dreamy  hum,  on  his  gauze  wings  pass, — 

She  wakes  no  more  to  me; 

Ah,  nevermore  to  me! 
Though  the  wild  birds  sing  and  the  wild  flowers 
spring, 

She  wakes  no  more  to  me. 

Yet  oft  in  the  hush  of  the  dim,  still  night, 

A  vision  of  beaut v  I  see 
Gliding  soft  to  my  bedside, — a  phantom  of  light. 

Dear,  beautiful  Debortah  Lee, — 

Mv  bride  that  was  to  l)e; 
And  I  wake  to  mourn  that  the  doctor,  and  death, 
And  the  cold  March  wind,  should  stop  the  breath 

Of  my  darling  Deborah  Lee, — 

Adorable  Deborah  Lee, — 
That  angels  should  want  her  ifp  in  heaven 

Before  they  wanted  me. 

WILLlxVM    II.    IJURLEIGH. 


THE    COCK    AXD    THE    BULL.* 

You    see    this    pebble-stone?     It's    a   thing    I 
bought 
Of  a  bit  of  a  chit  of  a  boy  i'  the  mid  o'  the  day — 

*  In  imitation  of  Robert  Browning — **  Tlie  Ring  and  the 
Book." 
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I  like  to  dock  the  smaller  paits-o'-speec-h, 

As  we  curtail  the  already  curtailed  cur 

(You  catch  the  paronomasia,  plaj  o'  words?)  — 

Did,  rather,  i'  the  pre-Laudseerian  dajs. 

Well,  to  mj  niuttODB.     I  purchased  the  conceru, 

And  clapt  it  i'  my  poke,  and  gave  for  same 

By  way,  to-wit.  of  barter  or  exchange — 

"Chop"    was    ray    snickering    dandiprat'a    own 

term- 
One  shilling  and  fourpence,  current  coin  o'  the 

realm. 
0-n-e  one  and  four  four 
Pence,    one    and    fourpence — you    are   with    me, 

sir? — 
What  hour  it  skills  not:  ten  or  eleven  o"  the  clock. 
One  day  (and  what  a  roaring  day  it  was!) 
In  February,  eighteen  sixty-nine, 
Alexandrina  Victoria,  Fidei 
Hm — hm— how     runs     the     jargon  ? — being     ou 

throne. 

Sucli.  sir,  are  all  the  facts,  succinctly  put, 
Tfie  basis  oi-  substratum — what  you  will — 
Of  tlie  iiiijiending  eighty  thousand  lines. 
"  Xot  much  in  'em  either,"  quoth  perhaps  simple 

Hodge. 
But  there's  a  superstructure.    Wait  a  bit. 

Mark  first  the  rationale  of  the  thing: 
Hear  logic  rival  and  levigate  the  deed. 
T]i;it  sliilling — and  for  matter  o'  that,  the  pence — 
I  liad  o'  c<}urse  upo'  iiie^wi'  me,  say — 
(.)/'■(■((//(  's  the  Latin,  make  a  note  o'  tliat) 
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When  I  popi^ed  pen  i'  stand.  Mew  snout,  scratched 

ear. 
Sniffed — t<li ! — at  snuff-box:  tumbled  up,  he-heed, 
Haw-hawed  (not  hee-hawed,  tliat 's  another  guess 

thin^ii 
Thon  fuinbhMl  at,  and  stumbled  out  of,  door, 
I  shoved  the  door  ope  wi'  my  onio]>lat; 
And  in  vrstihulo,  V  the  entrance-hall, 
Donned  j^allijj:askins,  anti<»Toi>elos, 
And  so  fortli:  and,  coinplott*  with  hat  and  gloves, 
One  on  jmd  one  a-dan<rle  i*  my  hand. 
And  ombrifn^e.  (Lord  love  you  I)    case  o'  rain, 
I  floj)]>ed  fortli,  's  buddikins!  on  my  own  ten  toes, 
(I  do  assure  you  then*  be  ten  of  them,) 
And  went  clump-(lum])in,2:  up  hill  and  down  dale 
To  find  mvself  o'  the  sudden  i'  front  o'  the  bov. 
Put  case  I  hadn't  'em  on  mo,  could  I  ha'  bought 
This  sort-o'-kind-o'-what-vou-mi":lit-call  tov. 
This  pebble-thing,  o'  the  boy-thing?    Q.  E.  D. 
That 's  ])roven  without  aid  from  mumping  Pope, 
Sleek  T)ori)orate  or  bloated  ('jirdinal, 
(Isn't  it,  old  Fatcliai>s?     You  're  in  Euclid  now.) 
So,  having  llui  shilling — having  i'   fact  a  lot — 
And  iHMice  and  halfpence,  ever  so  many  o'  them, 
I  purchas(Hl,  as  T  think  1  said  before, 
The  ])el)ble  (hipis,  lapidis, — di, — dem, — de, — 
What   nouns  'crease  short   i'  the   genitive,   Fat- 

cha])s,  eh?) 
O'  the  boy,  a  bare-legged  beggarly  son  of  a  gun, 
For  (me  and  fourpen((^     Here  we  are  again. 
Now    Law    steps    in,    big-wMgged,    voluminous- 
jawed  ; 
Investigates  and  re-investigates. 
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Was  the  tninaaction  illegal?    Law  shakes  head. 
Perpend,  sir,  all  the  bearings  of  the  case. 

At  first  the  coin  was  mine,  the  chattel  his. 
But  now  {hy  viitue  of  the  said  exchange 
And  barter)   vice  verso  all  the  coin, 
Per  juris  opfratlonem,  vestH 
1'  the  bo;}'  and  his  assigns  till  ding  o'  doom; 
{In  sa'cuhi  ^wculo-o-o-orum ; 
1  think  I  heai-  the  Abbate  month  out  that.) 
To  have  and  bold  the  same  to  him  and  them . . . 
Confer  some  idiot  on  Conveyancing, 
A^'hereas  the  ijebble  and  every  part  thereof, 
And  all  that  appertaineth  thereunto, 
Or  shall,  will,  may,  might,  can,  could,  would,  or 

should, 
{Suhandi  emtem— clap  me  to  the  close— 
For  what 's  the  good  of  law  in  a  case  o'  the  kind?) 
In  mine  to  all  inlenlK  and  iiiirjiosi'S. 
This  Ki't(],-,I,  I  [esunie  (lie  thread  *>'  the  tale. 

N(i\v  t'lir  a  touch  o'  the  vendor's  quality. 
He  sa.vH  a  ftcu'lman  bought  a  pebble  of  him, 
(TbiH   pebble  i'  sooth,  sir,  which   I  hold   i'  my 

haud)- 
Aiiil  jiaid  for 't,  iilc  a  geu'lman,  on  the  nail. 
'■  Did  1  o'eirbarge  him  a  ha'iK'iiny?    Devil  a  bit. 
I'iddlcNiick's  end!    (Jet  out,  you  blazing  ass! 
(labble  o"  the  goose.    Don't  buj;aboo-baby  mc! 
(Id  doiibli'  or  quits?     Yah!  tittu])!  what's   the 

(.(Ids?" 

-    Tlii'i-i'  's  the  transactiou  viewed,  i'  the  vendor's 
light. 
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Next  ask  that  dumpled  hag,  stood  snuffling  by, 
With  her  thi-ee  frowsv-browsv  brats  o'  babes. 
The  scum  o-  the  kennel,  cream  o'  the  filth-heap 

— Fau<!:h  ? 
Aie,  aie,  aie,  aiel  oTnTorornToT^ 
(•Stead    which    we    blurt    out    Hoightv-toighty 

now)  — 
And  the  baker  and  candlestick-maker,  and  Jack 

and  Gill, 
Bleared  Goody  this  and  queasy  Gaffer  that. 
Ask  the  schoolmaster.    Take  schoolmaster  first. 

He  saw  a  gentleman  purchase  of  a  lad 
A  stone,  and  pay  for  it  fite^  on  the  square, 
And  carry  it  off  per  salt  urn,  jauntily, 
Propria  quw  marlhus,  gentleman's  property  now 
(Agreeable  to  the  law  explained  above), 
In  proprinm  vsion,  for  his  private  ends. 
The  boy  he  chucked  a  brown  i'  the  air,  and  bit 
I'  the  face  the  shilling:  heaved  a  thumping-stone 
At  a  lean  hen  that  ran  cluck-clucking  by, 
(And  hit  her,  dead  as  nail  i'  post  o'  door,) 
Then  ahiit — what 's  the  Ciceronian  phrase? — 
E.vccHsit,  evasit,  crupit, — off  slogs  boy; 
Off  in  three  flea -skips.    Hactoiiis/so  far, 
So  good,  tani  hcne.    Bene,  satis,  male, — 
Where  was  I  ?  who  said  what  of  one  in  a  quag? 
I  did  once  hitch  the  svntax  into  verse : 
Ycrhum  personale,  a  verb  personal, 
Concordat, — ay,  "agrees,"  old  Fatchaps — cum 
XoniinativOj  with  its  nominative, 
Genere,  V  point  o'  gender,  numerOy 
O'  number,  ct  persona^  and  person.    Ut, 
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Instante;     .S'o/  ruit,  down  flops  sun,  cf, 

Monies  unibrantur,  anuCEs  out  mountains.     Pali ! 

Excuse  me,  sir,  I  tliiok  I  'in  going  mad. 

You  see  tlie  triok  on  "t  though,  and  can  yourself 

Continue  the  discourse  ad  libitum. 

It  takes  u])  about  eighty  thousand  lines, 

A  thing  imagination  boggles  at: 

And  might,  odds-bobs,  sir!  in  judicious  hands. 

Extend  from  here  to  Mesopotamy, 

[.vEm-KT. 


THE    AULD    WIFE.* 
The  auld  wife  sat  at  her  ivied  door, 

{Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
A  thing  she  had  frequently  done  before; 

And  her  spectacles  lay  on  her  aproned  kneea. 

The  piper  he  piped  on  the  hill-top  high, 

(Buthr  anil  cfjf/s  und  a  pound  of  cUei^sc) 
Till  tlit^  i-ow  said  "I  die"  and  the  goose  asked 
"Why;" 
Aud   tlie   dog  said   nothing  but  searched   for 
tleas. 

Tlie  fanner  he  strode  through  the  square  farm- 
yard ; 

{Bnttcr  and  ajtjs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
His  last  brew  of  ale  was  a  trifle  hard, 

The  couuection  of  which  with  the  plot  one  sees. 

The  farmer's  daughter  hath  frank  blue  eyes, 
(Buttrr  and  cgijs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
•  JuLitntion  of  Rosfietti, 
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She  hoars  tlie  looks  eaw  in  the  windv  skies. 
As  she  sits  at  her  lattice  and  shells  her  peas. 

The  farmer's  daugliter  hath  rijie  red  Iii»s; 

iBiiftrr  (uid  rfffjM  nml  a  pound  of  cheese) 
If  voii  try  TO  ai>i>roacli  her.  away  she  skips 

Over  tables  aud  chairs  with  aj»i»ai-ent  ease. 

The  farmer's  (]an*:hter  hath  soft  brown  hair; 

{/infttr  iinfl  (fff/f<  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
And  I  met  witli  a  ballad,  I  can't  say  where. 

\Vlji<li  whollv  consists  of  lines  like  these. 

She  sat  with  her  hands  'neath  her  dimpled  cheeks, 
\  But  lit'  and  cfff/s  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 

And  spake  not  a  word.     While  a  lady  speaks 
There  is  hope,  but  she  didn't  even  sneeze. 

She  sat  with  her  hands  'neath  her  crimson  cheeks 
{Butter  and  e(jfjfi  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 

She  ^ave  up  mending!:  her  fathers  breeks, 
And  let  the  cat  roll  in  her  ])est  chemise. 

She  sat  with  her  hands  'neath  her  crimson  cheeks 
(Butter  and  cfjgs  and  a  po)ind  of  cheese) 

And  gazed  at  the  ])iper  for  thirteen  weeks; 
Then  she  followed  him  out  o'er  the  mistv  leas. 

Her  sheep  followed  her  as  their  tails  did  them 
(Butter  and  egcjs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 

And  this  son«j;  is  considered  a  perfect  gem. 
And  as  to  the  meaning,  it 's  what  you  please. 

CUARLKS  STUAllT  CALVERLEY. 
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LOVEKS,    AND    A    HKF LECTION.* 

In  moss-praukt  dells  which  the  aiiubeams  Hatter 
(And  heaven  it  liiitnveth  what  thiit  ina,v  ineiio; 

Meaning,  however,  is  uo  great  matter) 

Where  woods  are  a-ti-enible,  with  rifts  atween; 

Through  God's  own  heather  we  wonned  together, 
I  and  my  Willie  (0  love  my  love)  : 

I  need  hardly  remark  it  was  glorious  weather, 
And  flitterbats  waved  alow,  above: 

Boats  were  cnrtseying,  risinp,  bowing 
(Boats  in  that  elimate  are  so  polite). 

And  sands  were  a  ribbon  of  green  endowing, 
And  O  the  sun-dazzle  on  bark  and  bight ! 

Through  the  rare  red  heather  we  danced  together, 
(O  love  my  Willie!)  and  smelt  for  flowers; 

I  must  mention  again  it  was  glorious  weather, 
Kliymes  are  so  scarce  in  this  world  of  ours; — 

Jty  rises  that  flushed  with  their  purple  fiivors, 
Thi'ough  l>ecks  that  brattled  o'er  grasses  sbeen. 

We  walked  or  waded,  we  two  young  shavei-s, 
Thanking  our  stars  we  were  both  so  gi-oen. 

We  jiiurneyed  in  parallels,  I  and  Willie, 
In  "fortunate  ])arallels!"     ISutterflies, 

I!i<i  in  weltering  shadows  of  (hilfodilly 

Or  iiiarjor.iui,  kept  making  peacock's  eyes: 

*  St-r  Jr:,t\  lii-el.iw'.-i  "  Dividril,"  V<,liiiiie  III.  p.  64. 
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Song-birds  darted  about,  some  inky 
As  coal,  some  snowy  (I  ween)  as  curds; 

Or  rosy  as  pinks,  or  as  roses  pinky — 

They  reck  of  no  eerie  To-come,  those  birds! 

But  thev  skim  over  bents  which  the  mill-stream 
washes, 

Or  hang  in  the  lift  'neath  a  white  cloud's  hem; 
They  niH^d  no  parasols,  no  galoshes; 

And  good  Mrs.  Trimmer  *  she  feedeth  them. 

Then  wo  thrid  God's  cowslips  (as  erst  his  heather) 
That  endowed  the  wan  grass  with  their  golden 
blooms ; 
And  sna])t — (it  was  perfectly  charming  weath- 
er)— 
Our  fingers  at  Fate  and  her  goddess  glooms : 

And  Willie  'gan  sing — (O,  his  notes  were  fluty; 
Wafts  iluttered  them  out  to  the  white-winged 
sea)  — 
Something  made  up  of  rhymes  that  have  done 
much  dutv, 
Rhymes  (better  to  put  it)  of  "  ancientry:  " 

Bowers  of  flowers  encountered  showers 
In  William's  carol  (O  love  my  Willie!) 

When   he  bade  sorrow   borrow   from   blithe   To- 
morrow 
I  quite  forget  what — say  a  daffodilly : 

*  Mrs.  Trimmer  was  the  author  of  a  famous  little  book 
for  children,  **Tlie  History  of  the  Robins."  It  has  been 
republished  in  America. 
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A  ncRt  iu  a  hollow,  "  with  buds  to  follow," 
I  tbink  oocuiTed  nest  in  his  nimhle  strain; 

And  tlay  that  was  "  kneiiden  "  of  course  in  Eden — 
A  rhyme  most  novel,  I  do  maintain: 

Mists,  bones,  the  singer  himself,  love-storiee, 
And  all  least  furloble  things  got  "furled;" 

Not  with  any  design  to  conceal  their  glories, 
But  simply  and  solely  to  rhyme  with  "  world." 

0,  if  billows  and  jiillows  and  honrs  and  flowers, 
And  all  the  bmre  rhymes  of  an  elder  day, 

Could  be  furled  together  this  genial  weather, 
And  carted,  or  carried  on  wafts  away, 

Nor  erer  again  trotted  out — ay  me! 

How  much  fewer  volumes  of  verse  there 'd  be! 

CHARLKS    STUART 


i 


NEPHELIDIA. 

Prom  the  depth  of  the  dreamy  decline  of  the  dawn 
thnmgh  a  notable  nimbus  of  nebulous  noon- 
sliine, 

Pallid  and  pink  as  the  palm  of  the  flag-flower 
(hat  tlickci-s  with  fear  of  the  flies  as  they  float, 

Are  they  looks  of  our  lovers  that  lustrously  lean 
from  a  marvel  of  mystic  miraculous  moon- 
shine, 

These  lliat  we  feel  in  the  blood  of  our  blushes 
llial  tbickcu  and  tlii'eaten  with  sobs  from 
the  throat? 
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Thicken  and  thrill  as  a  theatre  thronged  at  appeal 
of  an  actor's  ap])alled  agitation, 

Fainter  with  fear  of  the  fires  of  the  future  than 
])ale  with  the  promise  of  pride  in  the  past; 

Flushed  with  the  faiuishing  fulness  of  fever  that 
reddens  with  radiance  of  rathe  recreation, 

Gaunt  as  the  ghastliest  of  glimpses  that  gleam 
through  the  gloom  of  the  gloaming  when 
ghosts  go  aghast? 

Nay,  for  the  nick  of  the  tick  of  the  time  is  a  trem- 
ulous touch  on  the  temples  of  terror, 

Strained  as  the  sinews  yet  strenuous  with  strife 
of  the  dead  who  is  dumb  as  the  dust-heaps  of 
death : 

Surely  no  soul  is  it,  sweet  as  the  spasm  of  erotic 
emotional   exquisite  error, 

Bathed  in  the  balms  of  beatified  bliss,  beatific  it- 
self ])v  beatitude's  breath. 

« 

Surely  no  si)irit  or  sense  of  a  soul  that  was  soft  to 
the  spirit  and  soul  of  our  senses 

Sweetens  the  stress  of  suspiring  suspicion  that 
sobs  in  the  semblance  and  sound  of  a  sigh; 

Only  this  oracle  opens  Oh'mpian,  in  mj'stical 
moods  and  triangular  tenses — 

Life  is  the  lust  of  a  lam])  for  the  light  that  is 
dark  till  the  dawn  of  the  day  when  we  die. 

Mild  is  the  mirk  and  monotonous  music  of  mem- 
ory, melodiously  mute  as  it  may  be. 

While  the  hope  in  the  heart  of  a  hero  is  bruised 
by  the  breach  of  men's  rapiers  resigned  to  the 
rod; 

Made  meek  as  a  mother  whose  bosom-beats  bound 
with  the  bliss-bringing  bulk  of  a  balm-breath- 
ing baby, 
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As  they  grope  througb  the  grave-yarclB  of  creeds, 

under  skies  growing  green  at  a  groan  for  the 

grimnpss  of  God. 
Blank  is  the  book  of  his  bounty  beholden  of  old 

and  its  binding  is  blacker  than  bluer: 
Out  of  blue  into  black  is  the  scheme  of  the  skies, 

and  their  dews  are  the  wine  of  the  blood-shed 

of  things; 
Till  the  darkling  desire  of  delight  shall  be  free 

as  a  fiiwu  that  is  freed  from  the  fangs  that 

pursue  her, 
Till   the  heartbeats  of  hell   shall   be  hushed  by 

a  hymn  from  the  hunt  that  has  han-ied  the 

kernel  of  kings. 

ALUEHSO.S    CHAELES    K  WlXDfCJJB. 


THE    ARAB. 

On,  on,  my  brown  Arab,  awaj',  away] 
Tlion  hast  trotted  o'er  many  a  mile  to-day. 
Ami  I  (row  riglit  meagre  hath  been  tliy  fare 
Siiirc  thev  roused  thee  at  dawn  from  thy  straw- 
piled  bur, 
Tit  tri^ad  witli  tlioKe  ei-lioless,  unshod  feet 
Vi)ii  wi'llcrint-  flats  in  the  noontide  lieat, 
Wliinc  no  iiiilm-tr<^  proffei's  a  kindly  shade, 
.\inl  Ihi-  eye  mwer  rests  on  a  eool  grass  blade; 
And  l;ink  is  thy  flank,  and  tliy  frequent  cough, 
(),  it  goes  to  my  heart — but  away,  friend,  olfl 

.\iid  \i't.  i\\i\  what  sculpliir  who  saw  thee  stand, 
An  tlioii  st;iii(i('st  now,  on  thv  native  strand. 
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With  the  wild  wind  ruffling  thine  uncombed  hair^ 
And  thj  nostril  upturned  to  the  odorous  air, 
Would  not  woo  thee  to  pause,  till  his  skill  might 

trace 
At  leisure  the  lines  of  that  eager  face; 
The  collarless  neck  and  the  coal-black  paws 
And  the  bit  grasped  tight  in  the  massive  jaws; 
The  delicate  curve  of  the  legs,  that  seem 
Too  slight  for  their  burden — and,  O,  the  gleam 
Of  that  eye,  so  sombre  and  yet  so  gay ! 
Still  away,  my  lithe  Arab,  once  more  away! 

Nay,  tempt  me  not,  Arab,  again  to  stay; 
Since  I  crave  neither  Echo  nor  Fun  to-day. 
For  thy  Junid  is  not  Echoless — there  they  are, 
FiDi,  Gloioworm,  and  Echo,  and  Evening  Star, 
And  thou  hintest  withal  that  thou  fain  wouldst 

shine, 
As  1  read  them,  these  bulgy  old  boots  of  mine. 
But  I  shrink  from  thee,  Arab!    Thou  eatest  eel- 
pie. 
Thou  evermore  hast  at  least  one  black  e^^e; 
There  is  brass  on  thy  brow,  and  thy  swarthy  hues 
Are  due  not  to  nature,  but  handling  shoes; 
And  the  bit  in  thy  mouth,  1  regret  to  see. 
Is  a  bit  of  tobacco-pipe — Flee,  child,  flee! 

CHARLES  STUART  CALVEBLEY. 


THE    MODERN    HIAWATHA. 

He  killed  the  noble  ^ludjokivis. 
Of  the  skin  he  made  him  mittens, 
Made  them  with  the  fur  side  inside, 
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Made  theiu  witb  the  skin  aide  outside. 
He,  to  get  the  warm  side  inside, 
Put  the  inside  skin  side  outside; 
He,  til  get  the  cold  side  outside. 
Put  the  warm  aide  fur  side  inside. 
That  '8  why  he  imt  the  fur  aide  inside, 
Why  he  put  the  skin  side  outside, 
Why  he  turned  them  inside  outside. 


EKCEIVEB     IN     RBSPONSE     TO     AN     inVERTISBD 
CALL     FOK     A     NATIONAL     ANTHEU, 

NATIONAL  ANTHESr. 

BY  H,  W.  L ,  OF  CAMBaiDOE. 

Back  in  the  years  when  Phlagstaff,  tlie  Dune,  was 
monarch 
Over    tbo    sea-ribhed    laiiii   of   (lie   llvi-l-f.joted 
Norspnien, 
Once  tlK'R'  went  fortli  young  Ursa  to  gaze  at  the 
heavens.— 
I'l-sa.  the  uohlest  of  all  Vikings  and  borseuien. 

rinsing  he  sat  in  bis  stin'upa  and  viewed  the  hori- 
zon. 
Where  the  Aurora  lapt  stars  in  a  north-polar 

manner: 
Wildly  lie  started, — for  (here  in  the  heavens  be- 
fore hint 
Pliittt'ieil  and   (lew   (he  original   star-spangled 
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Two  objections  are  in  the  way  of  the  acceptance  of  this 
anthem  by  the  committee  :  in  the  first  place,  it  is  not  an 
anthem  at  all ;  secondly,  it  is  a  gross  plagiarism  from  an 
old  Sclavonic  war-song  of  the  primeval  ages. 

Next  we  quote  from  a 

NATIONAL  ANTHEM. 

BY  THE   HON.  EDWARD  E ,   OF  BOSTON. 

Pondp:roi's  projo(til(*s,  hurled  hy  heavy  hands, 

Fell  on  our  Liberty's  poor  infant  head, 
Kre  she  a  stadium  had  well  advanced 

On  the  <;reat  path  that  to  her  gi*eatness  led; 
Iler  tenij)Ie's  i)ropylon  was  shatter-ed ; 

Vet,  thanks  to  savinj^;  (irace  and  Washington, 
II(»r  incubus  was  from  her  bosom  hurled; 

And,  risinjjj  like  a  cloud-disj^elling  sun, 
She  took  the  oil  with  which  her  hair  was  curled 
To  grease  the  '*  hub  "  round  which  revolves  the 
world. 

This  fine  production  is  rather  heavy  for  an  "  anthem," 
and  contains  too  nmch  of  Boston  to  be  considered  strictly 
national.  To  set  sucli  an  **  anthem  "to  music  would  re- 
quire* a  Wagner  ;  and  even  were  it  really  accommodated  to 
a  tune,  it  c<nild  only  be  whistled  by  the  populace. 

We  now  come  to  a 

NATIONAL  ANTHEM. 

BY  JOHN  GREENLEAF   W . 


My  native  land,  thy  Puritanic  stock 
Still  finds  its  roots  firm  bound  in  Plymouth  Rock; 
And  all  thy  sons  unite  in  one  grand  wish, — 
To  keej)  tlie  virtues  of  Preserved  Fish. 

Preserv-ed  Fish,  the  Deacon  stern  and  true, 
Told  our  New  England  what  her  sons  should  do; 


PARODIES:   IMITATIONS.  ill 

And,  should  they  Bwerve  from  loyalty  and  right, 
Then  the  whole  land  were  lost  indeed  in  night. 

Tlie  sectional  bias  of  this  "  anthem  "  renders  it  unauit- 
able  for  use  in  that  small  margin  of  the  world  sitnaleil  out- 
side of  New  Eiif^iand.     Hence  the  above  must  be  rejected. 

Here  we  havi>  a  vciy  curious 

NATIONAL  ANTIIEM. 

BY  DR.  OLIVEK  WENDELL  H . 

A  DIAGNOSIS  of  our  history  pro\-e8 
Our  native  land  a  land  its  native  loves: 
.  Its  birth  a  deed  ohstetric  without  iieer, 
Its  growth  a  source  of  wonder  far  and  near. 

To  love  it  more,  behold  how  foreign  shores 
Sinlj  into  notliingnesa  beside  its  stores. 
Hyde  Park  at  best — though  counted  ultra  grand— 
The  "  Boston  Common  "  of  Victoria's  land — 

T!ie  committee  must  not  be  blamed  for  rejecting  the 
above  after  readin;,'  tliufl  far.  for  siuili  an  "  antlipm  "  could 
only  lie  sung  by  a  cuUege  of  surgeons  or  a.  Beacon  Street 
te.T.-]iiirty, 

Turn  we  now  to  a 

NATIONAL  ANTIIEM. 

BY  WILLIAM  CULLES  B , 

Tkiv  sun  siiilJM  sofdy  to  his  evening  post, 

Tiie  sun  swells  grandly  to  his  morning  crown; 

Yel  not  a  star  our  liag  of  heaven  has  lost, 
And  not  a  suiisi't  strijie  witli  him  goos  down. 

So  lliroues  may  faU;  and  from  the  dnst  of  those 
Xcw  lliroues  may  rise,  (o  totter  like  the  last; 

liiit  slill  our  (Duntry's  noble  ])Ianet  glows. 
While  the  eternal  stars  of  Ueaven  are  fast. 


1 


418  HUMOROUH    POEMi^. 

Upon  finding  that  tliis  does  not  go  well  to  the  air  of 
**  Yankee  Doodle."  tlie  comniitteo  feel  justified  in  decliti- 
infjj  it ;  it  being  furthermore  prejudiced  against  it  by  a 
suspi(;ion  that  the  poet  has  crowded  an  advertisement  of  a 
paiHT  which  he  edits  into  the  first  line. 

Next  we  quote  from  a 

NATIONxVL  ANTHEM. 

BY  GENERAL  GEORCJE  P.   M . 


In  the  days  that  tried  our  fathers, 

Many  years  ago, 
Our  fair  hind  achieved  her  freedom 

I>lood-bought,  you  know. 
Shall  we  not  defend  her  ever, 

As  we  M  defend 
That  fair  maiden,  kind  and  tender. 

Calling*'  us  friend? 

Yes  I     Let  all  the  echoes  answer. 

From  hill  and  vale; 
Yes  I    Let  other  nations  hearing, 

Jov  in  th(»  tale. 
Our  Columbia  is  a  lady, 

rii<ih  born  and  fair. 
We  have  sworn  allegiance  to  her, — 

Touch  her  who  dare. 

The  tone  of  this  "  anthem  "  not  being  devotional  enough 
to  suit  the  committee,  it  should  be  printed  on  an  edition  of 
linen-cambric  hankerchiefs  for  ladies  especially. 

Observe  this 

NATIONAL  ANTHEM. 

BY  N.   P.   W . 

Oxi]  hue  of  our  flag  is  taken 
From  the  cheeks  of  my  blushing  pet. 


And  ita  stars  beat  time  and  sparkle 
■  Like  the  studs  on  her  chemisette. 

Its  blue  is  the  oeeao  shadow 
That  hides  in  her  dreamy  eyes, 

And  it  conquers  all  men,  like  her. 
And  still  for  a  Un 

Several  memters  of  the  conimitttee  find  that  this  "  aa- 
tliem  "  liaa  too  iiiiioh  of  tlic  Anaareon  spice  to  suit  theiQi 
We  next  peruse  a. 

NATIONAl,  ANTHEM. 

BY  THOMAS  BAILEY  A . 

The  little  brown  Hijuirret  hops  in  the  cum, 

The   cricket  quaintly  sings; 
The  emerald  pigeon  nods  his  bead, 

And  the  shad  in  the  river  apriufjs; 
The  dainty  suiiHower  hangs  its  head 

On  tlK^  sk(H'e  of  the  summer  aeii ; 
And  better  far  that  I  were  dead, 

If  Maud  did  not  love  me. 


I  love  the  s{|utrn'l  that  hops  in  the  corn, 
And  the  crieket  that  quaintly  sings; 

And  llic  emerald  pi;!;e(m  that  nods  his  head, 
And  the  shad  that  gayly  springs. 

J   love  the  dainty  sunllower,  too, 
,\ud  .Maud  with  hei'  snowy  hreant; 

]  love  (bem  all;  bat  I  love— I  love — 


I   lO' 
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inittee,  it  can  never  lose  its  value  as  a  piece  of  excellent 
reading  for  children.  It  is  calculated  to  fill  the  youthful 
mind  with  patriotism  and  natural  Iiistory,  beside  touching 
the  youthful  heart  witli  an  emotion  palpitating  for  all. 

KOIJEllT    II.    NEWKLL  {Orpheus  C.  Kerr). 


BELAGCHOLLY    DAYS. 

CiriLLY  Dovebber  with  its  boadigg  blast 

Dow  (libs  add  sti*ii)S  the  beddow  add  the  lawd, 
Eved  October's  snddv  days  are  past — 

Add  Subber  's  gawd ! 

I  kdow  dot  what  it  is  to  which  I  cligg 

That  stirs  to  sogg  add  sorrow,  vet  I  trust 
That  still  I  sigg,  but  as  the  liddets  sigg — 

Because  I  bust. 

Dear  leaves  that  rustle  sadly  'death  by  feet — 

l>y  liggerigg  feet — add  fill  by  eyes  wMth  tears, 
Ye  bake  be  sad,  add  oh !  it  gars  be  greet 

That  ye  are  sear ! 

The  sud  id  sulled  skies  too  early  sigks; 

Do  trees  are  greed  but  evergreens  add  ferds; 
Gawd  are  the  orioles  add  bobligks — 

Those  Robert  Burds! 

Add  dow,  farewell  to  roses  add  to  birds, 

To  larded  fields  and  tigkligg  streablets  eke; 
Farewell  to  all  articulated  words 

I  fa  id  would  speak. 
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Farewell,  by  cLerisLetl  stroUitjgs  od  tlie  sward, 

Greed  glades  add  forest  shades,  farewell  to  you; 
With  sorpowigfi  heart  I,  wretched  add  finlord. 
Bid  you — achew.'f! 


BNEI'^ZING. 
What  a  moment,  what  a  doubt! 
All  my  none  is  inside  out. — 
All  my  thrilling,  tickling  caustic, 
Pyramid  rliinocerostic. 

Wants  to  sneuze  and  cannot  do  it! 
How  it  yearns  me,  thrills  me,  stinga  me. 
How  with  rapturous  torment  wrings  me! 

Now  says,  "  Sneeze,  you  fool, — get  through  it." 
Shee — ahee — oh  !  't  ia  moat  del-iahi — 
Ishi- — ishi— most  del-ishi ! 
(Hang  it,  I  shall  sneeze  till  spring!) 
Hnuir  is  a  delicious  thing. 

LEIGH   HUNT. 


TO    MY    NOSE. 
Knows  he  (hat  never  took  a  pinch, 
Nosey,  the  pleasure  thence  which  flows 
Knows  he  the  titillating  joya 

Which  ni,y  nose  knows? 

0  nose,  I  am  as  proud  of  thee 
As  any  mountain  of  its  suows; 

1  gaze  on  thee,  and  feel  that  pride 

A    lioinan   knows ! 

ALFUKl)    A.    ruKKlCSTKU  (Ji/redCroit-guiil 
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LAPSrs  rALAMI. 

7 'J    i:.    K. 

W'liA,  \\j'V*'  \i*'\'f'V  ioiijf*  a  s^-asiin 

W'li i'li  sljiilj  ri«J  lis  fnnii  tlif  ciii-se 

Of  a  jiio^'  wliii'li  kii'iws  lio  i-easun 

Arj'l  an  uijii;»'l«H]i'His  vi-rs^' : 

Wli^Ti  tIj^'  wmlil  <\\\\\\  riMse  to  wonder 

At  \\\t'  ^^-uiiis  of  an  ass. 

AimI  a  ln»;. 's  i'iii'UwW  l»lnii«l<T 

Sljall   not   l>riij^  surrcss  to  jass: 

W'lifii  luaiikiml  shall  bf  iV'Iivered 

From  \\ii'  rlasli  of  iiia;:aziiH*s. 

And  tin*  inkstanrl  sliall  !h»  shivered 

Into  count U'ss  sniilh^nM'ns: 

W'lu'n  thr^H'  stands  a  nnizzled  strijding, 

Mutf.  hr^sirh'  a  inuzzle<l  bore: 

W'lM'n  thr*  ltud\ arris  rease  from  Kipling 

And  the  Ilaj^j^ards  rid(»  no  more? 

JAMKS    KKNNETIl    STEPHEX. 


A  COXSKItVATIVi:. 

TiiK  garden  !)eds  T  \vand(»red  by 
One  bri^^ht  and  clieerful  morn, 

Wh(»n  I  found  a  ne\v-l!(*dj^ed  butterfly, 
A-sittinj^  on  a  thorn, 

A  black  and  crimson  iMitterfly, 
All  doleful  and  forlorn. 


PARODIES. 

I  thought  tliat  life  could  have  do  sting, 

To  infant  butterflies, 
So  I  gazed  on  tbis  unhappy  thing 

With  wonder  and  aurprise, 
While  sadly  with  his  waving  wing 

He  wiped  his  weeping  e,ves. 


Said  I,  "  What  can  the  matter  be? 

Why  weejKBt  thou  so  sore? 
With  garden  fair  and  sunlight  free 

And  flowers  in  goodly  store:  "— 
But  he  only  turned  away  from  me 

And  burst  into  a  roar. 

Cried  he,  "  My  legs  are  thin  and  few 
Whert'  once  I  had  a  swami ! 

Soft  fuzzy  fur — a  joy  to  view — 
Once  kept  my  body  warm, 

Before  these  flapping  wing-things  grew, 
To  haii]|jer  and  deform!" 

At  that  outrageous  bug  I  shot 

The  fury  of  mine  eye;  - 
Said  I,  in  scorn  all  burning  hot, 

In  rage  and  anger  high, 
"You  iguoniinious  idiot! 

Those  wings  ai-e  made  to  fly!'' 

"  T  do  not  want  to  fly,"  said  be, 

"  1   only  want  to  squirni!" 
And  lie  drnojied  his  wings  dejectedly, 

But  still  his  voice  was  firm: 
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"  I  do  not  want  to  be  a  fly ! 
I  want  to  be  a  worm ! " 

0  yesterday  of  unknown  lack! 
To-day  of  unknown  bliss! 

1  left  my  fool  in  red  and  black, 
The  last  I  saw  was  this, — 

The  creature  madly  climbing  back 
Into  his  chrysalis. 

CHARLOTTE    PERKINS    GILMAN". 


"  FOREVER." 

Forever  !     'T  is  a  single  word ! 

Our  rude  forefathers  deemed  it  two; 
Can  you  imagine  so  absurd 
A  view? 

Forever!     What  abysms  of  woe 

The  word  reveals,  what  frenzy,  what 
Despair!     For  ever  (printed  so) 
Did  not. 

It  looks,  ah  me!  how  trite  and  tame; 

It  fails  to  sadden  or  appall 
Or  solace — it  is  not  the  same 
At  all. 

O  thou  to  whom  it  first  occurred 

To  solder  the  disjoined,  and  dower 
Thy  native  language  with  a  word 
Of  power: 
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We  bless  thee!    Whether  far  or  near 

Tliy  dwelliLg,  whether  dark  or  fair 
Thy  kiagly  brow,  is  neither  here 
Nor  there. 

But  in  men's  hearts  shall  be  thy  throne, 

While  the  great  pnlae  of  Knglaod  beats: 
Thou  coiner  of  a  word  unknown 
To  Keats! 

And  nevermore  must  printer  do 
As  men  did  long  ago;  but  run 
"  For  "  into  '■  ever,"  bidding  two 
Be  one. 


Forever:     jiassiou-fraught,   it   throws 

O'er  tlie  dim  page  a  gloom,  a  glamour: 
It  'a  sweet,  it 's  strange ;  and  I  suppose 
It 's  grammar. 

Forever!   'T  is  a  single  word! 

And  ,vet  our  fathers  deemed  it  two: 
Kor  am  I  confldent  they  erred;— 
Are  jou ? 

CHAKLES    STUAET   CALVERLET. 


IV. 
INGENUITIES:  ODDITIES. 


SIKfJE    OF    IJELORADE. 

A.v  Austrian  annv.  awfullv  arraved, 
I»ol(llv  bv  batterv  bcsiei^ed  Bel<»ra(le. 
CossiU'k  coimiiandois  caniioiiading  come, 
Doalin^  dc^siruci ion's  devastating  doom. 
Evorv  endeavor  engineers  essav, 
For  fani(\  for  fortune  fi<;liting, — furious  fray  I 
TicMierals  Vainst  generals  grapjde — gracious  God  I 
How  honors  Heaven  lieroic  hardihood! 
Infuriate,  indiscriminate  in  ill. 
Kindred  kill  kinsmen,  kinsmen  kindred  kill. 
Labor  low  levels  longest  loftiest  lines; 
Men   march   mid  mounds,  mid   moles,  mid  mur- 
derous mines; 
Now  noxious,  noisy  numbers  nothing,  naught 
Of  (mtward  obstacles,  oj^posing  ought; 
Poor  patriots,  j)artly  jmrchased,  jiartly  pressed, 
Quite    quaking,    quickly    "Quarter!      Quarter!'' 

quest. 
Keason  returns,  religious  right  redounds, 
Suwarrow  stops  such  sanguinary  sounds. 
Truce  to  thee,  Turkey  I    Triumph  to  th}'  train, 
Unwise,  unjust,  unmerciful  Ukraine! 

426 
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Vanish,  vaiu  victory!  vanish,  victory  vain! 

Why  wish  we  warfare?    Wlierefwre  welcome  were 

Xerxes,  Ximenes.  Xanthus,  Xavier? 

Yield,  yield,  ye  yontlis!    ye  yeomeu,  yield  your 

yell ! 
Zeus'a,  Zarjjater's,  Zoroaster's  zeal, 
.Attractiiig  ali,  aruis  against  acts  apjieal! 

ANONYMOUS. 


MY    LOVE. 

I  ONLY  knew  she  came  and  went  Lowell. 

Like  troutleta  in  a  ponl;  Hood. 

She  was  a  phantom  of  delight,  Wordsworth. 

And  I  was  like  a  fool.  Eastman. 


One  kisB,  dear  maid,  I  said,  and  sighed,  Colcridi}c. 

Out  ol"  1lnise  li])S  uushoru  :  Longfellow. 

She  shook  lii-r  ringlets  round  her  head,  Stoddard. 

And  laughed  in  merry  scorn,  Tennyson. 

King  out.  wild  bellK,  to  the  wild  sky,      Tcnni/son. 

YtJii  lu'iird  Ihein,  O  my  Iieart;  Alice  Caret/. 

'T  is  twelve  at  night  by  the  castle  clock,  Coleridge. 

ISeloved,  we  must  part.  Aliuc  Carey. 


■'Come  back,  come  back!"  she  cried  in  grief, 

Coinphell. 

"  Ify  eyes  are  dim  with  (ears,     liai/ard  Taylor. 
ITiJw  sliall  I  live  tlii'ough  all  the  days?      Osgood. 

Ail  through  a  hundred  years?"      T.  S.  Perry. 
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'T  was  in  the  prime  of  summer  time  Hood. 

Slie  blessed  me  with  her  hand ;  Hoyt. 

We  strayed  together,  deeply  blest,  Edwards. 

Into  the  dreaming  land.  Cornwall. 

The  laughing  bridal  roses  blow,  Patmore, 

To  dress  her  dark -brown  hair;  Bayard  Taylor, 

!My  heart  is  breaking  with  my  woe,  Tennyson. 
Most  beautiful!  most  rare!  Read. 

I  clasped  it  on  her  sweet,  cold  hand^  Browning, 
The  precious  golden  link!  Smith. 

I  calmed  her  fears,  and  she  was  calm,  Coleridge 
''  Drink,  pretty  creature,  drink.''  Wordsworth. 

And  so  I  won  my  Genevieve,  Coleridge. 

And  walked  in  Paradise;  Hervey. 

The  fairest  thing  that  ever  grew  Wordsworth. 

Atween  me  and  the  skies.  Osgood. 

ANOXYMOUS. 


ODE    TO    THE    nUMAN    HEART. 

Blind  Tham^  ris,  and  Blind  Mfeonides,        Milton. 

Pursue  the  triumph  and  partake  the  gale !  Pope. 
Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees, 

Shakespeare. 

To  point  a  moral  or  adorn  a  tale.      Johnson. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene,  Oray. 

Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  dee])  for  tears, 

Tennyson. 
Like  angels'  visits,  few  and  far  between,  Campbell. 

Deck  the  long  vista  of  departed  years.  f 
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Mao  never  is,  but  always  to  be  blessfd;       Pope. 

The  tenth  transmitter  of  a  foolish  face,  Savage. 
Like  Aaron's  serpent,  swallows  up  the  i-est,  Pope. 

And  makes  a  sunshine  in  the  shad^  place. 

Spenser. 

For  man  the  hermit  sighed,  till  the  woman  smiled, 
CiimpbeU. 

To  waft  a  feather  or  to  drown  a  flj.  Younr/. 
(In  wit  a  man,  siiniilicity  a  child,)  Pope. 

With  silent  finger  pointing  to  the  sky.  t 

But  fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.  Pope. 

Far  out  amid  the  melancholy  main ;  Thomson. 
As  wlien  a  vuUnie  on  Imau8  bred,  ? 

Dies  of  a  rose  in  aromatic  pain.  Pope. 

I.A.MA^'    BLAXCIIARD. 

MCTRICAL  FEET. 

Trochee  trips  from  long  to  short; 

From  Ions  *■>  '*>'>»  'i  solemn  sort 

Slow  Spondee  stalks;  atron;;;  foot!  yet  ill  able 

Kver  to  come  np  with  dactyl  trisyllable. 

Iambics  marcli  from  shoi-t  to  long; — 

Willi   a   leaj)  and  a  bound  the  swift  Anapaests 

One  syllable  long,  with  (me  short  at  each  side, 
Amphil.i-arhys  l.asti's  with  a  stately  stride;— 
First  and  last  being  long,  middle  sliort,  Anii»hi- 

macor 
Hti'ikcs  Ills  IhuiiderinK  hoofs  like  a  proud  high- 

Iji-cd  incer. 


J 
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NOCTURNAL    SKETCH. 

BLANK    VERSE    IN    RHYME. 

Even  is  come;  and  from  the  dark  Park,  hark, 

The  signal  of  the  setting  sun — one  gun! 

And  six  is  sounding  from  the  chime,  prime  time 

To  go  and  see  the  Drury-Lane  Dane  slain, — 

Or  hear  Othello's  jealous  doubt  spout  out, — 

Or  Macbeth  raving  at  that  shade-made  blade, 

Denying  to  his  frantic  clutch  much  touch; 

Or  else  to  see  Ducrow  with  wide  stride  ride 

Four  horses  as  no  other  man  can  span ; 

Or  in  the  small  Olympic  pit  sit  split 

Laughing  at  Liston,  while  you  quiz  his  phiz. 

Anon  Night  comes,  and  with  her  wings  brings 

things 
Such  as,  with  his  poetic  tongue,  Young  sung; 
The  gas  upblazes  with  its  bright  white  light, 
And  paralytic  watchmen  prowl,  howl,  growl 
About  the  streets,  and  take  up  Pali-Mall  Sal, 
Who,  hasting  to  her  nightly  jobs,  robs  fobs. 

Now  thieves  to  enter  for  your  cash,  smash,  crash, 
l*ast  drowsy  Charley,  in  a  deep  sleep,  creep. 
But,  frightened  by  Policeman  B.  3,  flee. 
And  while  they  're  going,  whisper  low,  "  No  go!  '^ 

r 

Now  puss,  when  folks  are  in  their  beds,  treads 

leads, 
xind  sleepers,  waking,  grumble,  "  Drat  that  cat ! " 
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Who  in  tlie  gulter  caterwaule 
Some  feline  foe,  iind  screams 

Now  Bulls  of  Basliau,  of  a  [irize  siiw,  rise 
In  childish  dreams,  aod  with  a  roar  gore  poor 
Georgy,  or  Charley,  or  Billy,  willy-nilly;^ 
But  JJurseniaid  in  a  nightmare  rest,  chest-pressed, 
Dreameth  of  ono  of  her  old  dames,  James  Games, 
And    that    she    hears — what    faith    is    man's  !^ 

Ann's  bannij 
And  hie,  from  Reverend  Mr.  Rice,  twice,  thrice; 
White  ribbons  flourish,  and  a  stout  shout  out, 
That  upward  goes,  shows  Rose  knows  those  bows' 

woes! 

THOMAS    IJOOD. 


RAILROAD    RHYME. 

BiNGiNU  througli  the  forests, 

Rattling  over  ridges; 
Shooting  under  arches, 

Rumbling  over  bridges; 
WhiKning  through  the  mountains, 

Bu/.zing  o'er  tlie  vale, — 
Bless  me!  this  is  pleasant, 

Riding  on  the  rail ! 

Men  of  dill'erent  "stations" 

In  the  eye  of  fame, 
Iloi-e  are  very  quickly 

Coming  to  the  same; 
High  and  lowly  jieople. 

Birds  of  overv  feather, 


i 
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On  a  roiiimon  level. 
Travelling  together. 


Gentleman  in  shorts. 

Looming  verv  tall ; 
Gentleman  at  large 

Talking  very  small; 
Gentleman  in  tights. 

With  a  loose-ish  mien; 
GenthMnan  in  gray. 

Looking  rather  green; 

Gentleman  quite  old, 

Asking  for  the  news, 
Gentl(»mjin  in  black, 

In  a  fit  of  blues; 
Genth»man  in  claret, 

SolK^r  as  a  vicar; 
Gentleman  in  tweed, 

Dreadfully  in  liquor! 

Stranger  on  the  right 

Looking  very  sunny. 
Obviously  reading 

Something  rather  funny. 
Now  the  smiles  are  thicker, — 

Wonder  what  they  mean! 
Faith,  he  's  got  the  Knicker- 

liocker  Magazine! 

Stranger  on  the  left 
Closing  up  his  i)eei)ers; 
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Now  lie  snores  amsiiD, 
Like  the  Seven  Sleepers ; 

At  his  feet  a  volume 
Gives  the  explanotioTi, 

How  the  man  grew  stupid 
From  "  Association  " ! 

Ancient  maiden  lady 

Anxiously  I'emarks, 
That  there  must  be  peril 

'Mong  8o  many  sparks; 
Koguish-looking  fellow, 

Turning  to  the  stranger, 
Saya  it 's  his  ojjiuiou 

iS7)c  is  out  of  danger! 

Woman  with  her  baby, 

Sitting  vis-a-vis; 
Baby  keeps  a-squalling, 

Woman  looks  at  me; 
Asks  about  the  distance, 

Says  it 's  tiresome  talking, 
Noises  of  the  cars 

Are  so  very  shocking! 

Market-woman,  careful 

Of  the  precious  casket, 
Knowing  eggs  are  eggs, 

Tightly  holds  her  basket; 
Feeling  that  a  smash, 

If  it  came,  would  surely 
Send  her  eggs  to  pot, 

Ifafiier  pi-ematurely. 


I 
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Sin^rinj:  thrtni;zh   the  forests, 

liHttlin'r  uvfT  rifljj:es; 
Slmotin;:  iiiidiT  ardies, 

KiniJjliiiL:  nvi*r  lniiljros; 
Wliizziii;:   tliroii«:li   tlie   innuntains, 

IJuzziii^'  o"*'!-  the  vali*. — 
IJh'ss  iiM'!  This  is  jileasant. 

Ividinj:  on  the  rail  I 

JOHN    <;«,»D1:KEY    SAXE 


I^IIYSICS. 
(Tin:  T;.\foxsri(j[-s  i»»h:tizing  of  a  riii- 

LnSOrilKK.  ) 

TiiKKK  is  no  fcn-ce  however  great 
< 'an  sti-etrh  a  eonl  however  fine 
Into  a  liorizontal   line 

That  shall   Ix*  acrnrately  straight. 

AVI  L  LI  AM    W  HE  WELL. 


Tin:  ('()LLi:<iiAX  to  his  BKIDE: 

r.i:L\(;    a     matiikmath'al    madri(;al    ix    the 

SIMTLKST     roKM. 

riiAKMKit,  on  a  given  straight  line, 
Anrl  which  we  will  call  15  C\ 
Meeting  at  a  connnon  ])oint  A, 
Draw  the  lines  A  i\  A  W. 
\\w\,  my  sweetest,  so  arrange  it 
That  Ihey 're  ecpial,  all  the  tlii'ee; 
Then  yon  11  find  that,  in  the  sequel, 
All  their  angles,  too  are  equal. 
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Kquiil  auglea,  so  to  term  tliciii, 
Each  oue  opposite  its  brother! 
Eijual  joys  and  eiiual  sorrows, 
Equnl  hopes,  'twere  eiri  to  smother, 
Equal, — O,  diviiie  ecstatics,— 
Based  ou  Hutlon'a  mathematical 


THE    LAWYER'S    INVOCATION    TO 
SPRING. 

Whereas,  on  certain  boughs  and  sprays 
Now  divere  Itirda  are  heard  to  sing, 

And  sundry  flowers  their  heads  ii|)niiae, 
Uail  to  the  coming  on  of  spring! 


The  songs  of  those  said  birds  arouse 
The  memory  of  our  youthful  hours, 

As  green  as  those  said  sprays  and  boughs, 
As  fresh  and  sweet  as  those  said  fiowera. 


The  birds  aforesaid, — ^bappy  pairs, — 

Love,  mid  tlie  aforesaid  boughs,  insbrines 

In  frcebiild  neats;  tlieniselves,  their  heirs, 
Adiuinistratoi's,  and  assigns. 


O  Imsiost  term  of  Cupid's  Court, 

Wlirre  tender  jjlaintiffs  actions  bring, — 

Season  of  frolic  and  of  sport. 
Hail,  as  afoirsaid,  coming  spring! 

HKN'HY    llOWAIil)   ItKOWNELI- 
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THE    COSMIC    EGG. 

Upon  a  rock  yet  uiicreate, 

Amid  a  chaos  inchoate, 

An  uncreated  being  sate; 

I^eneath  him,  rock, 

Above  him,  cloud. 

And  the  cloud  was  rock, 

And  the  rock  was  cloud. 

The  rock  then  growing  soft  and  warm, 

The  cloud  began  to  take  a  form, 

A  form  chaotic,  vast,  and  vague, 

Which  issued  in  the  cosmic  egg. 

Then  the  Being  uncreate 

On  the  egg  did  incubate, 

And  thus  became  the  incubator; 

And  of  the  egg  did  allegate, 

And  thus  became  the  alligator; 

And  the  incubator  was  potentate, 

But  the  alligator  was  potentator.  n 

ANONYMOUS. 


THE    HEN. 

A  FAMOUS  hen  's  my  story's  theme, 
AVhich  ne'er  was  known  to  tire 

Of  laying  eggs,  but  then  she  'd  scream 

So  loud  o'er  every  e^x^,  ' t  would  seem 
The  house  must  be  on  fire. 

A  turkey-cock,  who  ruled  the  walk, 
A  wiser  bird  and  older. 
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Could  bear't  no  more,  so  off  did  stall; 

Right  to  the  htn,  and  told  her: 
"  Madam,  tliat  scream,  I  apprehend, 

Adda  nothing  to  the  matter; 
It  surely  helps  the  egg  no  whit; 
Then  lay  your  egg,  and  done  with  it! 
I  pray  you,  madam,  as  a  friend, 

f'ease  that  superfluous  clatter! 
You  know  not  how't  g(W?s  through  my  head." 
"Humph!  very  likely!"  madam  said, 
Then  proudly  putting  forth  a  leg, — 
"  Uneducated  barnyard  fowl ! 
You  know,  no  more  than  any  owl, 
The  noble  privilege  and  praise 
Of  authorship  in  modern  days— 

I  '11  tell  yon  why  I  do  it: 
First,  you  perceive,  I  lay  the  egg, 
And  then — review  it." 

Frnm  the  QemiaD  ut  MATT1IA1A8  CLAUDIUS. 


d 


ODK— TO    THE    ROC. 

O  uNHATCiiEn  liird,  so  high  preferred, 

As  porter  of  the  i'ole. 
Of  beakless  thinfp*,  who  have  no  wings 

I'lxact  no  heavy  toll. 
If  this  my  song  its  theme  should  wren; 

The  theme  itself  is  sweet; 
Let  othi'rs  rhyuie  the  nnborn  time, 

1  sing  the  Obsolete. 

And  fii'st.  I  praise  the  nobler  traits 
Of  birds  pret-eding  Noah, 
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The  ^iant  clan,  whoso  meat  was  Man, 

Dinoruis,  A[)teryx,  Moa. 
Those,  by  hints  we  get  from  prints 

Of  feathers  and  of  feet, 
Excened  in  wits  the  hiter  tits, 

And  so  are  obsok^e. 

I  sing  eaeli  race  wliom  we  disi)hice 

In  tlieir  ])rimeval  woods, 
Whih^  (ios]kM  Aid  inspires  Free-Trade 

To  traihc  witii  their  goods. 
^\\\\\  Norman  Dukes  the  still  Sioux 

In  l)ieeding  miglit  eompete; 
llwi  where  men  talk  the  tomahawk 

Will  soon  grow  obsolete. 

I  celebrate  each  ])erished  State; 

(ireat  cities  ])loiighed  to  loam; 
Chahhean  kings;  the  r>iills  with  wings; 

Dead  (jlre(H*e,  and  dying  Home. 
The  Druids'  shi-inc*  may  shelter  swine. 

Or  stack  the  farmer's  peat; 
'T  is  thns  nu^an  moths  treat  finest  cloths, 

^lean  men  the  obsolete. 

Shall  nouglit  be  said  of  theories  dead? 
The  ]*tolenuiic  svstem? 

« 

Figure  and  ]>hras(\  that  bent  all  ways 
Duns  Scot  us  liked  to  twist  'em? 

Averrho(^s'  thonght?  and  what  was  taught, 
In  Salamanca's  seat? 

Sihons  and  Ogs?  and  showers  of  frogs? 
Sea-seri)ents  obsolete? 


1N0ENVITIE8. 

Pillion  and  puck  have  left  theii-  tiiiik; 

Dead  is  "  tlie  Tall.y-hn ;  " 
Steam  rails  cut  down  each  festive  crown 

Of  the  old  world  and  slow; 
Jack-in-the-Green  no  more  is  seeii, 

Nor  Maypole  in  the  street ; 
No  mummers  play  on  Christmafi-day; 

St.  George  is  obsolete, 

O  fancy,  why  hast  thou  let  die 

So  many  a  frolic  fashion? 
Doublet  and  hose,  and  powdered  beaux? 

Whei-e  are  thy  songs  whose  passion 
Turned  thought  to  fire  in  knight  and  squire. 

While  hearts  of  ladies  beat? 
Where  thy  sweet  style,  ours,  ours  erewhile? 

All  this  is  obsolete. 

In  Auvergne  low  potatoes  grow 

Upon  volcanoes  old; 
The  moon,  tliey  say,  had  her  young  day, 

Though  now  her  heart  is  cold; 
Even  so  our  earth,  sorrow  and  mirth, 

Seasons  of  snow  and  heat, 
Checked  by  her  fides  in  silence  glides 

To  become  obsolete. 


The  astrolabe  of  every  babe 
IJeads,  in  its  fatal  sky, 

"  -Mim's  larficsl  room  is  the  low  tomb — 

Vi'  all  arc  born  to  die." 
Therefore  this  theme.  O  ISird,  I  deem 

The  noblest  we  mav  ti-eat; 
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The  final  cause  of  Nature's  laws 
Is  to  grow  obsolete. 

AVILLIAM   JOHN    COURTHOPE, 


MOTni<:RHOOD. 

She  laid  it  where  the  sunbeams  fall 

Unscanned  upon  the  broken  wall. 

Without  a  tear,  without  a  groan, 

She  laid  it  near  a  mighty  stone, 

Which  some  rude  swain  had  haply  east 

Thither  in  si)ort,  long  ages  past, 

And  time  Avith  mosses  had  o'erlaid, 

And  fenced  with  many  a  tall  grass-blade, 

And  all  about  bid  roses  bloom 

And  violets  shed  their  soft  perfume. 

There,  in  its  cool  and  quiet  bed, 

She  set  her  burden  down  and  tted : 

Nor  flung,  all  eager  to  escape. 

One  glance  upon  the  i)erfect  shape, 

That  lay,  still  warm  and  fresh  and  fair, 

But  motionless  and  soundless  thei-e. 

No  human  eye  had  marked  her  pass 

Across  the  linden-shadowed  grass 

Ere  yet  the  minster  clock  chimed  seven: 

Only  the  innocent  birds  of  heaven — 

The  magpie,  and  the  rook  whose  nest 

Swings  as  the  elm-tree  waves  his  crest — 

And  the  lithe  cricket,  and  the  hoar 

And  huge-lind)ed  hound  that  guards  the  door, 

Looked  on  Avhen,  as  a  summer  wind 

That,  passing,  leaves  no  trace  behind, 
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Ail  nmiiiparelfed,  bai-efoot  all, 
She  run  to  that  old  ruiued  wall, 
To  leave  upon  the  chill  dank  earth 
{For  ah!  she  never  knew  its  worth), 
Mid  hemlot'k  rank,  and  fain  and  ling, 
And  dewa  of  night,  tiat  precious  thing! 
And  then  it  might  have  lain  forlorn 
From  morn  to  eve,  from  eve  tu  morn : 
But,  that,  by  some  wild  impulse  led, 
The  mother,  ere  she  turned  and  fled, 
One  moment  stood  erect  and  high; 
Then  poured  into  the  silent  sky 
A  cry  so  jubilant,  so  strange, 
That  Alice — as  she  ati'ove  to  range 
Her  rebol  ringlets  at  her  glass — 
Sprang  up  and  gazed  across  the  grass; 
Shook  back  those  curls  so  fair  to  see, 
Clapped  her  soft  hands  in  childish  glee; 
And  shrieked — her  sweet  face  all  aglow, 

Her  very  limbs  ft-ith  rapture  Rhaking — 
*'  My  hen  has  laid  an  egg,  I  know ; 

And  only  hear  the  noise  she 's  making !  " 

CHARLES    STUAET    CALVEKLEY, 


DISASTER. 

'T  WAS  over  thus  from  childhood's  hour 
My  fondest  hopes  would  not  decay: 

I  nevei'  loved  a  ti-ee  or  flower 

Whiili  waw  the  first  to  fade  away! 

Tlie  pirden.  wliere  I  used  to  delve 

Slioi'l-friicked,  still  yields  me  pinks  in  plenty 
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The  i)ear-tree  that  I  cl imbed  at  twelve, 
1  see  still  blossominj^,  at  twenty. 

I  never  nursed  a  dear  <»;azelle. 

l>nt  I  was  given  a  jia roquet — 
How  I  did  nurse  him  if  unwell! 

He  's  imlKH-ile  but  lingers  yet. 
H(*'s  gieen,  with  an  enelianling  tuft; 

He  melts  m(»  with  his  small  black  eA'e: 
He  M  look  inimitable  stutl'ed, 

And  knows  it — but  he  will  not  die! 

I  had  a  kitten — I  was  rich 

In  ];ets — but  all  too  soon  my  kitten 
Became  a  fnll-siz(Ml  cat,  bv  which 

I  've  more  than  once  bcM'u  scratched  and  bitten 
And  when  lor  sleep  hvv  lind)S  she  curled 

One  day  beside*  h(M*  untouched  plateful, 
And  glided  calmly  frimi  the  world, 

1  freely  own  that  I  was  grateful. 

And  then  T  l)Ought  a  dog — a  queen! 

Ah,  Tiny,  dear  de])arting  pug! 
Sh(»  lives,  but  she*  is  past  sixteen, 

And  scai'cu  can  crawl  across  the  rug. 
I  1ov(m1  h(M*  beautiful  and  kind; 

l)(»lighted  in  ]wv  y.ovt  bow-wow: 
But  now  sh(»  sna])S  if  you  don't  mind; 

'T  wen*  lunacy  to  love  her  now. 

I  used  to  think,  should  e'er  mishap 
J>etide  my  erunii)le-visaged  Ti, 
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In  shape  of  prowling  thief,  ov  ti-ap, 
Or  coarse  bull-terrier — I  should  die. 

But  ah !  disasters  have  their  use; 
And  life  might  e'en  be  too  gnnshiny: 

Nor  would  I  make  myself  a  goose, 
If  Bome  big  dog  should  swallow  Tiny. 

flHARLES    STUART    CALVERLliV. 


LINES    WRITTEN    IN    AN    ALltUM. 

[A  faniiei'a  daiiglitfr,  dui'iiig  tlie  ragu  for  albums, 
Imnded  to  tlie  author  an  iild  acoount-ljocik  riilud  for 
pounils,  sliillitigs,  atidpenct),  andreqiiaateduoantribution.] 


Thi9  world  '3  a  pcane  as  dark  us  Styx^ 

IVhere  hope  is  scarce  worth 

Our  joys  are  bonie  so  fjeetitig  hence 

That  tliey  are  dear  iit 

And  yet  to  stiiy  here  most  are  willing. 

Although  tlR-y  may  iioL  luivi; 


ON   THE    ISRINK. 

■r-m:i>  hf>r  as  she  stooped  to  i)]iick 
,il(l  llower  ill  her  hair  to  twine; 
visJii'd  tliat  it  hjid  been  my  luek 
To  call  her  mine; 


Anon  I  hoard  her 

-Mrid  words  licr  hal.c  wi( 
And  fell  pnrli(iil;trly  -jlad 
That  it  had  not. 


til  mad. 
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I  kumv  (such  su]>lle  brains  hjive  men  I) 

Tliat  she  was  utterin*^  what  she  shouldn't; 
An<l  tlioujrlit  tliat  I  would  chide,  and  then 

I  thoujiht  I  wouldn't. 

Few  eonld  have  grazed  upon  that  face, 
Thf)se  i)()utiii<r  coral  lijis,  and  eluded: 
A  liliadaniauthus,  in  my  jdace, 
Had  done  as  I  did. 

For  wrath  with  which  our  bosoms  glow 

Is  chained  ihere  oft  by  IJeauty's  spell; 
And,  more  than  that,  I  did  not  know 
The  widow  well. 

So  the  harsh  ])hrase  jjassed  unre])roved: 

Still  \\\\\W — (O  bi-others,  was  it  sin?)  — 
I  drank  unutterably  moved, 

II  (»r  beaut V  in. 

And  1o  mvself  I  murmured  low, 

As  on  her  upturned  face  and  dress 
The  moonlight  fc^ll,  "  Would  she  say  No, — 
i>v  chance,  or  Yes?" 

She  stood  so  calm,  so  like  a  ghost, 

J>etwixt  me  and  that  magic  moon, 
That  I  already  was  almost 
A  finished  eoon. 

Hut  when  she  caught  adroitly  uj) 

And  sootlied  with  smiles  her  little  daughter; 
And  gave  it,  if  I  -m  right,  a  sup 
Of  barley-water; 


And,  croouiug  atUI  the  strange,  sweet  lore 
Which  only  mothera'  tongues  can  utter, 
Snowed  with  deft  hand  the  sugar  o'er 
Its  bread  (lod-butter; 

And  kissed  it  clinginply  (ah,  why 

Don't  women  do  these  things  in  jn-ivate?)  — 
I  felt  that  if  I  lost  her,  I 

Should  not  suirive  it. 

And  from  my  mouth  the  words  nigh  Hew, — 

The  past,  the  future,  I  forgat  'em, — 
"  Oh,  if  you  'd  kiss  me  as  yon  do 
That  thankless  atom ! " 

But  this  thought  came  ere  yet  I  spake, 

And  froze  the  sentence  on  my  lips : 
"  They  err  who  marry  wives  that  make 
Those  little  slipa." 

It  came  like  some  familiar  rhyme, 

Some  pop,^-  to  my  boyhood  set ; 
Aud  that  "ft  iwrhaps  the  reason  I'm 
Unmarried  yet. 

Would  she  have  owned  how  pleased  alie  was, 

And  told  her  Un-o.  with  widow's  pride? 
1  iii'vci'  fouTid  out  tiiiit,  because 
I  never  tiled. 

I'e  kind  to  habes  and  beasts  and  birds, 

llcarls  may  he  hard  though  liim  are  coral; 
And  aiif-ry  words  are  angry  words: 
And  that 's  the  moral. 
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THE    V-A-S-E. 

From  tlio  maddoniiin:  crowd  thoy  stand  apart, 
The  maidens  four  and  the  Work  of  Art; 

And  none  might  t(*ll  from  si<;ht  alone 
In  which  had  culture  rii)est  grown, — 

The  (iotham  Millions  fair  to  see. 
The  rhihideli>liia  IVdigree, 

The  I*oston  IMind  of  azure  hue, 

Or  the  soulful  Soul  from  Kalamazoo, — 

For  all  loved  Art  in  a  seemlv  wav, 
With  an  earnest  soul  and  a  capital  A. 

Long  they  worshii)j>ed ;  but  no  one  broke 
The  saci-ed  stillness,  until  up  si)oke 

The  W(*s<(M'n  one  fi-om  the  nameless  place. 
Who  blushingly  said :  ''  What  a  lovely  vace!  " 

Over  three  facets  a  sad  smile  flew, 
And  they  edg(»d  away  from  Kalanuizoo. 

T)Ut  Gotham- s  haughty  soul  was  stirred 
To  crush  the  strang(»r  with  one  small  word 

Deftly  hiding  rej)roof  in  ])raise, 

She  cries:  '* 'T  is,  indeed,  a  lovely  vaze!" 
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But  brief  her  ULWoi-tlij'  ti'iunipli  when 
Tbe  fotiy  one  from  the  houe  of  Penn, 

With  the  consciousness  of  two  grand  papus, 
Ext'Iainia:  "  It  is  quite  a  lovely  vabs!  " 

And  glances  round  with  an  iinxioiiB  thrill, 
Awaiting  the  word  of  Beacon  Hill. 

But  the  Boston  maid  smiles  courteouBleo, 
And  gently  murmurs:  "Oh  pardon  me! 

"  I  did  not  catch  .vour  remark,  because 

I  was  so  entiunced  with  that  cbjirming  vawsl " 

Divs  erit  pnrgelidn 
Sinistra  quum  Bostonia. 

JAiimS  JEFFICEY    ROC-'IIB. 


LABKS    AND    NUJHTIXGALES. 

Ai.oM.;  I  sit  lit  eventide: 

The  twiiiglit  i-Un-y  pales, 
And  o'ci'  tlip  meadows  far  and  wide 
('JKiiil   i.eiisive  hiibolinks. 

(One  iiM-,'lit  s;iv  ui};htinf,'ales!) 

Kiiii};-Kp;nT(»ws  warble  on  the  ti-ee, 

1  liear  the  ]inrlinf:  hvuuk. 
And  fi-oiii  Itu'  iiM  "  iiiause  o'er  the  lea" 
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The  last  faint  golden  beams  of  day 

Still  glow  on  cottage  panes, 
And  on  their  lingering  homeward  way 
Walk  weary  laboring  men. 

(Oh,  would  that  we  had  swains!) 

From  farm-yards,  down  fair  rural  glades 
Come  sounds  of  tinkling  bells, 

And  songs  of  merry  brown  milkmaids, 
Sweeter  than  oriole's. 
(Yes,  thank  you — Philomel's!) 

I  could  sit  here  till  morning  came, 
All  through  the  night  hours  dark, 

Until  1  saw  the  sun's  bright  flame 
And  heard  the  chickadee. 
(Alas  we  have  no  lark!) 

We  have  no  leas,  no  larks,  no  rooks. 

No  swains,  no  nightingales, 
No  singing  milkmaids  (save  in  books)  : 
The  poet  does  his  best — 

It  is  the  rh3me  that  fails! 

NATHAN    HASKELL   DOLE. 


OF    BLUE    CHINA. 

There  's  a  joy  without  canker  or  eark, 
There  's  a  pleasure  eternally  new, 
'T  is  to  gloat  on  the  glaze  and  the  mark 
Of  china  that 's  ancient  and  blue; 


lyOENUITIES. 

Unthipjied,  all  tlie  centuries  through 
It  has  passed,  since  the  chime  of  it  raDg, 
And  they  fashioued  it,  figure  and  hue, 
In  the  reigu  of  the  Emperor  Hwang, 

These  dragons   (their  tails,  yon  remark, 
Into  bunches  of  gillyflowers  grew), — 
When  Noah  came  out  of  the  ark. 
Did  these  lie  in  wait  for  hia  crew? 
They  snorted,  they  snapped,  and  they  slew, 
They  were  mighty  of  fln  and  of  fang, 
And  their  portraits  Celestials  drew 
In  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Hwang. 

Here  'a  a  pot  with  a  cot  in  a  park. 

In  a  park  where  the  peach -blossoms  blew. 

Where  the  lovei-s  eloped  in  the  dark. 

Lived,  died,  and  were  changed  into  two 

Hright  birds  that  eternally  flew 

Througli  the  iHiughs  ot  the  may,  as  tliey  saug; 

T  is  a  tale  was  undoubtedly  true 

In  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Hwang. 

ENVOY 

('(line,  snarl  at  my  ecstasies,  do. 
Kind  criti*-;  your  "  tongue  has  a  tang," 
Hut — a  sage  never  heeded  a  shrew 
111  llie  reign  of  the  Emperor  Hwang. 

ANDREW    LAXO. 
29 
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A    RIDDLE.* 

THE     LETTER     "  H." 

'T  WAS  in  heaven  pronounced,  and  't  was  muttered 

in  hell, 
And  echo  caught  faintly  the  sound  as  it  fell ; 
On  the  confines  of  earth  -t  was  permitted  to  rest, 
And  the   depths  of  the  ocean   its  presence  con- 
fessed ; 
'T  will  be  found  in  the  sphere  when  't  is  riven 

asunder, 
Be  sef?n  in  the  lightning  and  heard  in  the  thunder. 
'T  was  allotted  to  man  with  his  earliest  breath, 
Attends  him  at  birth,  and  awaits  him  in  death, 
Presides  o'er  his  happiness,  honor  and  health, 
Is  the  prop  of  his  house,  and  the  end  of  his  wealth. 
In  the  heaps  of  the  miser  't  is  hoarded  with  care, 
But  is  sure  to  be  lost  on  his  prodigal  heir. 
It  begins  every  hof)e,  every  wish  it  must  bound, 
With  the  husbandman  toils,  and  with  monarchs 

is  crowned. 
Without  it  the  soldier,  the  seaman  may  roam, 
Jiut  woe  to  the  wretch  who  expels  it  from  home ! 
In  the  whispers  of  conscience  its  voice  will   be 

found, 
Nor  eVn  in  the  whirlwind  of  passion  be  drowned. 
'T  will  not  soften  the  heart;  but  though  deaf  be 

the  ear, 
It  will  make  it  acutely  and  instantly  hear. 
Yet  in  shade  let  it  rest,  like  a  delicate  flower, 
Ah,  breathe  on  it  softly, — it  dies  in  an  hour. 

CATUAmNE    FAXSHAWK. 

*  Soinetinios  attributed  to  Byron. 


IXOEXVITIES:    ODDITIES 


A   THRENODY. 

"  Tlie  Ahkoond  of  Swat  is  Oeiui." — Lundon  Papers. 

WuAT,  what,  what, 
What  '8  the  news  from  Swat? 

yad  newB, 

Bad  news, 
Comes  by  the  cable  led 
Through  the  Indian  Ocean's  bed. 
Through  the  Persian  Gulf,  the  Red 
Sea  and  the  Med- 
iterranean— he  'a  dead; 
The  Ahkoond  is  dead! 


For  the  Ahkoond  I  mourn, 

Who  wouldn't? 
He  strove  to  disregard  the  message  stern, 

Hut  he  AJikoudu't. 
Dead,  dead,  dead; 

(Sorrow  Swats!) 
Swats  wha  hae  wi'  Ahkoond  bled, 
Swats  whom  he  iiad  often  led 
Onward  to  a  gory  bed, 
Or  to  victory, 
As  the  case  might  be, 
Sorrow  Swats! 
Tears  shed, 

Shod  tears  like  water, 
Your  great  Ahkoond  is  dead! 
That  Swats  the  matter! 
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Mourn,  city  of  Swat! 

« 

Yoiir  j^i-^^at  Aljko^jnd  is  not. 
l>ut  lain  'mid  worms  to  rot. 
His  mortal  part  alone,  his  soul  was  caught 
\  I^Mjinse  Ijc*  was  a  jrooil  Ahkoond  I 
l'\)  to  tlif  bosom  of  Mahound. 
Til  oil  Jill  eartliv  walls  his  frame  surround 
{Forever  hallowed  Ix*  the  p'oundl) 
And  s^epties  moek  the  lowlv  mound 
And  s;iv  "  He  's  now  of  no  Ahkoond! '' 

His  sr»ul  is  in  the  nkies, — 
The  azure  skies  that  bend  above  his  loved 
Metro])olis  of  Swat. 
He  se(»s  with  larg:er,  other  eyes, 
At li wart  all  earthly  mvsteries — 
He  knows  what 's  Swat. 

Jjii  Swat  bury  the  great  Ahkoond 
With  a  noise  of  mourning  and 

of  lamentation ! 
Let  Swat  bury  the  great  Ahkoond 
With  the  noise  of  the  mourning 

of  the  Swattish  nation ! 

Fallen  is  at  length 

Its  tower  of  strength, 
Its  sun  is  dimmed  ere  it  had  nooned; 
Dead  lies  the  great  Ahkoond, 

The  great  Ahkoond  of  Swat 

Is  not ! 

GEOKGE    THOMAS    LAXIGAN. 


1NGE\UITIES:   ODDITIES. 


LINES    TO    MISS    FLORENCK 
HUNTINGTON. 

Sweet  maiden  of  I'jisaamaquoddy, 
Shall  we  seek  for  coniniuuiou  of  soula 

Where  the  deep  Mississippi  meandeia. 
Or  the  distant  Saskatchewan  rolls? 

Ah  no, — for  in  Maine  I  will  find  thee 

A  sweetly  sequestrated  nook, 
Whei-e  the  far  winding  Skoodoowabskooksis 

Conjoiin^  wilh  the  Skoodoowabskook. 

There  wander  two  beautifnl  rivers. 
With  many  a  winding  and  crook; 
The   one   is  the   Skoodoowabskooksis, 

The   other — I  he   Sboodoowabskook. 

All,  swcefi'Nt  of  haunts!  though  unmentioned 

In  ^'ojiraphy,  atlas,  or  book, 
How  fair  is  the  Skoodoowabskooksis, 

When  joining  the  Skoodoowabskook ! 

Our  cot  shall  be  close  by  the  waters 
Within  that  sequestrated  nook — 

KeHeoted   in   Skoodoowabskooksis 
And  mirrored  in  Skoodoowabskook. 

You  shall  sleej)  to  the  music  of  leaflets, 
By  zephyrs  in  wantonness  shook, 
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And  droain  of  the  Skoodoowabskooksis, 
And,  perhaps,  of  the  Skoodoowabskook. 

Wlien  awaked  by  tlie  liens  and  the  roosters, 
Kacli  morn,  yon  shall  joyously  look 

On  the  junction  of  Skoodoowabskooksis 
WiUi  the  soft  gliding  Skoodoowabskook. 

Your  food  shall  be  fish  from  the  waters, 
Drawn  forth  on  the  i)oint  of  a  hook, 

From  murmuring  Skoodoowabskookis, 
Or  wandering  Skoodoowabskook ! 

You  shall  (juatf  the  most  s])arkling  of  water,' 
Drawn  forth  from  a  silverv  brook 

Which  flows  to  the  Skoodoowabskooksis, 
And  th(4i  to  the  Skoodoowabskook! 

And  you  sliall  preside  at  the  banquet, 
And  I  will  wait  on  thee  as  cook; 

And  we  '11  talk  of  the  Skoodoowabskooksis, 
And  sing  of  the  Skoodoowabskook! 

I^t  othc^rs  sing  loudly  of  Saco, 
Of  (^uoddy,  and  Tattamagouehe, 

Of  K(MnH»l)eccasis,  and  Quaco, 
Of  Merigonishe,  and   lUictouche, 

Of  Nashwaak,  and  Magagu.idavique, 

Or  Memmerimammericook, — 
There's  none  like  the  Skoodoowabskooksis, 

Excepting  the  Skoodoowabskook! 

ANONYMOUS. 


V. 
NONSENSE. 


NONSENSE. 

Good  reader,  if  you  e'er  have  seeo, 
When  rhrobuB  liasteus  to  his  pillow, 
The  mermaids  with  their  treases  green 

Dancing  upon  the  western  billow ; 

If  you  have  seen  at  twilight  dim, 
When  the  lone  sjtirit's  vesper  hynic 
Floats  wild  along  the  winding  shore, 
The  fairy  ti'ain  their  ringlets  weave 

Glaneing  along  thp  Hpungled  green ; 
I  you  huve  seen  all  this,  and  more — 

Ood  bless  me!  what  a  deal  you  've  seen! 

THOMAS   MOOEK. 


THE    PUnPLE    COW. 

T  m:vi:r  saw  a  I'urple  Cow, 

1  ni'vcr  ho[)e  to  see  one; 
Put  I  ran  tell  you,  anyhow, 

I  rather  see  than  be  one. 

GELETT   BUKGESB. 
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PF^YCHOLOPHON. 

[Supposed  to  be  translated  from  the  Old  Parsee.] 

TwixE  thou  the  rays 

Koiiiid  her  soft  Thobin  tissues! 
All  will  be  as  She  savs, 

When  that  dead  past  reissues. 
Matters  not  what  nor  where. 

Hark,  to  the  moon's  dim  cluster! 
IIow  was  her  heavy  hair 

Lithe  as  a  feather  duster! 
Matters  not  when  nor  whence; 

Flitterti^nbbet! 
Sound  makes  tlie  sonp:,  not  sense, 

Thus  I  inhibit! 

GELETT    BURGESS. 


THE    BAKER'S    TALE. 

FROM     ^*  THE     HUNTING     OF     THE     SNARK." 

They  roused  him  with  muffins — they  roused  him 
with  ice — 

They  roused  him  with  mustard  and  cress — 
They  roused  him  with  jam  and  judicious  advice — 

They  set  him  conundrums  to  guess. 

When  at  length  he  sat  up  and  was  able  to  speak, 

His  sad  story  he  offered  to  tell; 
And  the  Bellman  cried  *^  Silence!     Not  even  a 
shriek ! " 

And  excitedly  tingled  his  belL 
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There  was  silencp  supreme !     Not  a  sliriek,  not  Ji 
seioaiii. 
Scarcely  even  a  liowl  or  a  gi'oaii, 
As  tlie  niiiu  tliey  called  "  Hoi "  told  bis  atory  of 
woe 
In  an  aiitediliiviiin  tone. 

My    father    and    inotlier    were    honeat    tliongh 
poor — " 
"  Skip  all  tliat!  "  cried  the  Bellman  iu  haate, 
"  If  it  once  become  dark,  there's  no  chante  of  a 

Snark — 
We  liave  fiardly  a  minute  to  waste !  " 

"  I  skip  forty  years,"  said  the  Raker,  in  tears, 

"And  proceed  without  further  remark 
To  the  day  when  you  took  me  aboard  of  your 
ship 

To  liel|i  yoii  in  LuutinK  the  Soark. 

"  A  dear  uncle  of  mine  (after  whom  I  was  named) 
Remarked,  when  I  bade  him  farewell — " 

"Oh,   ski])  your  dear   uncle!"  the   Bellman   ex- 
claimed, 
As  he  angrily  tingled  his  bell. 

"  He  remarked  to  me  then,"  said  that  mildest  of 
men. 
"  '  If  your  Hnark  be  a  Snark,  that  is  right: 
Fetch  it  home  by  all  means— you  may  serve  it 

with  greens, 
And  it 's  handy  for  striking  a  light. 


i 
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"  *  You  may  seek  it  with  thimbles — and  seek  it 
with  care ; 

You  may  hunt  it  with  forks  and  hope; 
You  may  threaten  its  life  with  a  railway-share; 

You  may  charm  it  with  smiles  and  soap — ' " 

("That's  exactly  the  method,"  the  Bellman  bold 

In  a  hasty  parenthesis  cried, 
*^  That 's  (exactly   the  way   I   have  always  been 
told 

That  the  capture  of  Snarks  should  be  tried!") 

"  ^  Hut  oh,  beamish  nephew,  beware  of  the  day, 
If  your  Snark  Ik>  a  IJoojum!     For  then 

You  will  softly  and  suddenly  vanish  away, 
And  never  be  met  with  again ! ' 

"  It  is  this,  it  is  this  that  oi)presses  my  soul. 
When  I  think  of  my  uncle's  last  words: 

And  my  heart  is  like  nothing  so  much  as  a  bowl 
Brimming  over  with  quivering  curds! 

"  It  is  this,  it  is  this—"     "  We  have  had  that  be- 
fore ! " 

The  r>ellman  indignantly  said. 
And  th(^  Baker  replied,  "  Let  me  say  it  once  more. 

It  is  this,  it  is  this  that  I  dread! 

*^  I   engage   with   the    Snark — every  night   after 
dark — 

In  a  dreamy,  delirious  fight: 
I  serve  it  with  greens  in  those  shadowy  scenes^ 

And  I  use  it  for  striking  a  light: 


NONSENSE. 

"  But  if  ever  I  meet  with  a  Boojum,  tiiat  day, 

In  a  niomeut  {of  tliia  1  am  sure), 
3  shall  Koftly  and  suddeolj  vanisli  away — 

Aud  tlie  notion  I  cannot  endure!" 

CUAllLES    LUTWIDliE    DOUGSON    iLeu'h  Carrotl). 


JABBERWOCKY. 

'T  WAS  bi'iliig,  and  the  slithy  tovea 
Did  gyi-e  and  gimble  in  the  wabe; 

All  mimsy  were  the  borogoves, 
And  the  niome  ratha  outgrabe. 

"  Beware  the  Jabberwoek,  my  son ! 

The  jaws  that  bite,  the  claws  that  catch! 
Beware  the  Jubjub  bird,  and  shun 

The  frumiouB  Bandersnatch ! " 

He  took  his  vorpal  sword  in  hand ; 

L(mg  time  the  mansorae  foe  he  sought — 
So  rested  he  by  the  Tumtum  tree, 

Aud  stood  awhile  in  thought. 

And  as  in  ufflah  thought  he  stood, 
Tin-  Jabberwoek.  with  eyes  of  fiame, 

Came  whifHing  through  the  tulgey  wood, 
And  burbled  as  it  came! 

One,  two !  One,  two !  And  through  and 
through 

The  vorpal  blade  went  snicker- snack! 
He  left  it  dead,  and  with  its  head 

He  went  galuntiihing  back. 
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"  And  hast  thou  slain  the  Jabberwock? 

<;onie  to  mv  arms,  mv  beamish  bovl 
O  frabjous  day !     Callooh  I    Callay  I  " 

lie  chortled  in  his  joy. 

'T  was  brilliir,  and  the  slithv  toves 
Did  gyre  and  gimble  in  the  wabe; 

All  minisy  were  the  borogoves. 
And  the  niome  raths  outgrabe. 

CilAKLES    LUTWIDGE    DODGSON    i.Lewis  Carroll). 


FOR    A    NOVEL    OF    HALL    CAINE'S. 

AFTKR    KITLING. 

Uk  sits  in  a  sea-green  grotto  with  a  bucket  of  lurid 

paint. 
And  draws  the  Thing  as  it  isn't  for  the  God  of 

things  as  they  ain't. 

liOBERT    BKIDGES    {Droch), 
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